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The book 


HE IDEA OF A "REWRITING" OF DANTE'S COMEDY CAME TO PASOLINI'S MIND 

as early as 1963, and accompanied him for the rest of his life. Only in 

1975, in fact, did he decide to publish the pages already written, which 
saw the light posthumously. With the intention of creating something 
"seething and magmatic", Pasolini enters a neo-capitalist hell and, giving 
voice to cultural and social controversies, in a continuous interweaving of 
reality and invention, offers a catalog of the sinners of his era: the 
conformists, the vulgar, the cynical, the weak, the ambiguous, the fearful, the 
petty right-thinking, the servile... Although only the first two cantos remain, 
plus some fragments of II, IV and VII, La Divina Mimesis remains a work 


strong, necessary, the legacy of the last Italian civil poet. 


The author 


Pier Paolo Pasolini (Bologna 1922 —- Rome 1975), writer and director, lived in 
the name of continuous’ existential, ideological and __ linguistic 
experimentation. He wrote poems, novels, plays, essays and film screenplays 
including the novels Ragazzi di vita (1955), A violent life (1959), Teorema 
(1968), La Divina Mimesis (1965) and the poetic collections The best youth 
(1954), Gramsci's ashes (1957), The religion of my time (1961), Poetry in the 
form of a rose 1961-1964 (1964), Trasumanar e organizer (1971). The films he 


directed are also of fundamental importance. 


Pier Paolo Pasolini 


THE DIVINE MIMESIS 


With a writing by Enzo Siciliano 


MONDADORI 


Use 


La Divina Mimesis was published by Einaudi in November 1975. Pier Paolo Pasolini did not 
have time to see the volume, but the text published at the time, which we reproduce here, 
had been sent back to the publisher after the proofreading done personally by the poet. In 
an interview that appeared posthumously in «La Stampa», on 7 November 1975, Pasolini 
reconstructed the genesis of the work: «It is an idea that dates back to 1963, but so far I have 
not been able to find the right key. I wanted to do something seething and magmatic, the 
result was something poetic like Gramsci's Ashes, even if in prose. For this reason I publish 
the first two cantos: a medieval Hell with the old pains is contrasted with a neo-capitalist 
Hell. But we are, for the moment, at the "middle of our life's journey", at the meeting with 
the three fairs, etc.". In fact, the author had his hand in Divina Mimesis at different times (in 
1963, 1964, 1965, 1966, 1967), but only in 1975 did he decide to publish what he had written 


up to that moment, presenting the book as "document". (Editor's note) 


The Divine Mimesis 


Preface 


The Divine Mimesis: I am publishing these pages today as a 
"document", but also to spite my "enemies": in fact, by offering them 
one more reason to despise me, I offer them one more reason to go to 
Hell. 

Yellowed iconography: these pages aim to have the logic, rather 
than of an illustration, of a (very legible) "visual poetry”. 


The first 2 cantos of the «Divina Mimesis» 


Canto I 


Around the age of forty, I realized I was in a very dark moment in 
my life. Whatever I did, in the "Selva" of the reality of 1963, the year 
in which I arrived, absurdly unprepared for that exclusion from the 
lives of others which is the repetition of my own, there was a sense 
of darkness. I wouldn't say nausea, or anguish: on the contrary, in 
that darkness, to tell the truth, there was something terribly bright: 
the light of the old truth, if you like, the one in front of which there is 
nothing left to say. 

Darkness equals light. The light of that morning in April (or May, 
I don't remember well: the months in this "Selva" pass without 
reason and therefore without a name), when I arrived (the reader 
should not be shocked) in front of the Splendid cinema (or 
Splendore? or Emerald? I know for sure that once upon a time, 
however, his name was Plinius: and he was one of those wonderful 
times - and I didn't know it - when the months were real, long 
months, and in every one of my actions - however arbitrary, childish 
or guilty — it was clear that I was experiencing a form of life for the 
purpose of expressing it). A light that men know well, in spring, 
when the first - the happiest, the dearest - of their children appear 
with light sweaters, without jackets; and along the Aurelia Nuova 
the seventeenth century of the bourgeois families of Rome go slowly 
and lightly - with their faces low like mice attracted by their 
stupendous distant smells, towards the first snacks on the lawns, 
towards the farmyards with cane fences and wisteria , down towards 
the foggy, speckled Apennines... 

A happy and evil light: between the two portals of the cinema, 
there I am, just turning in my car from a long avenue to which the 
Aurelia had narrowed - Viale Gregorio VII, it seems to me - between 


a fair of petrol stations sparse in the sun , and the covered market, at 
the end, with its small green canopies - there is something red, very 
red, a little altar of roses, like those that the faithful hands of old 
women set up in the disinherited towns of Umbria, Friuli or 
Abruzzo, old as their old ones were old, willing to repeat themselves 
over the centuries. A clumsy altar, but festive in its own way, a 
thicket of red roses that I couldn't describe: and, when I was close, 
among those red roses, I saw the portrait, doubly funereal, because it 
was that of a man who had died two days before, of one of their 
heroes; of one of our heroes. The eyes like the flower of the skin, 
under the bald forehead (a baldness full of adolescent sweetness 
leavened by the good of life). The light was there, illuminating the 
roses and portrait, and flags around, perhaps, piled up, in the most 
humble popular solemnity (work of the wives of the members of the 
Fort Boccea section? or of the members themselves, drivers or 
bricklayers, with their big hands intimidated but inspired in that 
work of roses?). 

All this between the portals of this Splendid cinema: sparkling in 
the evening, now impoverished by the light, by this light. Miserable 
portals of glass and metal: and here is the thousandth, the billionth 
pang of the heart, the tenderness, the enervation, the tear. Even the 
realization of the poverty of little luxury had the power to tear me 
apart. 

And they were there, waiting for me, with an old senator, with a 
new candidate for the Chamber: black and dark, like the farmers 
who come to the city for business, and they all gather in a square, 
which is black with their solemnity. , in that blinding void that the 
imminent summer is preparing between buildings and alleys. And 
the greetings, the handshakes, the looks of understanding and 
demand. 

And now they were gathered, in the rows of the audience, which, 
too, was heartbreaking, in that morning light (the light of the 
warehouses, of the attics, of the avenues, not of the cinemas) in that 
room with the splendid name - and which was the splendid meeting 
place of their neighborhood corner, in the long series of nights in 
which life marches on, without flags. 


Meanwhile, it gave all of them, all of us, joy, the fact that eighteen 
new kids had joined our party after a rally of the party in 
government: that joy which is like that of drinking together, an 
allusion to the fatal occurrence of certain facts whose occurrence had 
been both hoped for and followed, and now both hailed as a success: 
and that success gripped my heart. 

The circle was aimed at the center of itself, it excluded the world. 

(Which was there, out there, as the half-open dome on the ceiling 
of the Splendid demonstrated with glaring clarity: a silky, Apennine 
blue, with sea air.) 

The stage of the forties; the flags of the forties; the microphone 
from the forties: all shaky, made of old wood, from a warehouse, 
nailed with four hammer blows, and covered with poor red fabric. 
That was heartbreaking! 

Darkness upon darkness. I was there, in front of some workers: 
dressed to the nines, the fathers in dark, the children in light t-shirts 
- pomegranate red, canary yellow, golden orange, which were in 
fashion that year -: there was the face of the toothless, assigned to 
certainties like a fan with his pet dog; the humorous note that makes 
faith everyday: his place is in the center of the audience, and his 
chair seems the highest of all. When he claps his hands, with his 
toothless mouth opening into a traditional smile, it is the sign that he 
should clap his hands: and cheerfully. The circle is turned towards 
its center full of certainty: the world is outside, radiant and 
indifferent. And the heart is torn. 

I am here, therefore: to count as the only good thing about the 
world in which I historically experience living - the existence of 
these workers (which is heartbreaking). 


Ah, I can't say, well, when it started: maybe forever. Who can mark 
the moment when reason begins to sleep, or rather to desire its own 
end? Who can determine the circumstances in which it begins to 
emerge, or to return to where it was not reason, abandoning the path 
that for many years it had believed was right, out of passion, out of 
naivety, out of conformism? 


But how did I arrive, in that dream of mine beyond reason — 
short-lived, and so definitive for the rest of my existence (at least so I 
imagine) — at the foot of a «Hill», at the bottom of that horrible 
«Valley» — which had filled my heart so much with terror for life, 
and for poetry - I looked up, and I saw, up there at the top, a light, a 
light (that of the old sun reborn) that blinded me: like that "old 
truth", about which there is nothing more to say. But what fills us 
with joy is the fact of having rediscovered, even if it brings with it, 
yes, truly, the end of everything. 

In the fatal light of that old truth, my anguish eased a little: which 
had been the only real feeling during the entire period of darkness, 
to which my path, right!, had fatally led me. 

Like a castaway, who comes out of the sea, and clings to an 
unknown land, I turned back, towards all that darkness, devastated, 
shapeless: the fatality of one's being, of one's native characteristics, 
the fear of changing, the fear of the world : which no one was ever 
able to escape, saving their entirety. 

I rested a little, I didn't think, I didn't live, I didn't write: like a sick 
person: then I started going again (it's the old story). Up the deserted 
slope, where I could truly say I was alone. 

Alone, defeated by my enemies, a boring survivor for my friends, 
a character alien to myself, I trudged towards that new absurd road, 
climbing the slope like a child who no longer has a home, a lost 
soldier. 


But immediately, after a few steps of my solitary and discouraged 
climb, there it was, coming out of the common closets of my soul 
(which fiercely continued to think, to defend itself, to survive - to go 
back!), there it was, the beast agile and unscrupulous, iridescent like 
a chameleon, so that its changing colors are always the same as 
before. The colors of the outside, first of all: those found at birth, and 
immediately the object of a tremendous affection, which doesn't 
really want to see them change. And then those from within, in the 
image and likeness - due to the error of childhood and youthful 
loyalty - of those from the world. The color of purity, above all, of 


moral height, of intellectual honesty — damned colors painted by 
illusion! 

Thus, the «Lonza» (in whom I immediately had no difficulty 
recognizing myself), with all those colors that speckled her skin, did 
not move from before my eyes, like a mother-boy, like a church-boy. 
Indeed, due to a terrible force - that of the truth, that of the necessity 
of life - it prevented me from continuing on my new path - chosen 
not by my will, but due to the lack of any will - and on which there is 
no need to mystification, because you are alone. And I, a mystifier, 
or rather, a very subtle case of mystification, due to the waste of 
honestly desired sincerity — have been several times to give up and 
go back into the overbearing, the stupid, the vulgar world I just left. 

But here comes forward, next to the «Lonza», sleep and ferocity 
united together in a single form of «Lion»; who, although mangy, 
stinking of bestial manure, lazy, vile, overbearing, stupid, devoid of 
any other interest other than lazing, alone, and devouring, alone - 
nevertheless had the power of one who does not know evil, being for 
his nature only good that in which everything itself consists. From 
his sleep and ferocity, selfishness and rabid hunger, the "Lion" drew 
an inspiration to live that distinguished him, with even brutal 
violence, from the outside world. Who hosted him almost trembling. 

The idea of itself is not right: and when it expresses itself it 
destroys reality, because it devours it. 

Knowing how to devour then gives a certainty that makes it 
difficult to prevent oneself from using it: to prevent oneself from 
entering, through this science, into the world, and establishing itself 
there, like a king, an overbearing poet. Albeit partially, even in that 
"Lion", aS in a disproportionate premonitory sign, I recognized 
myself. 


But I still had to recognize myself in something much worse. From 
the silence in which we are - uncontrollable determination or 
phenomenon that little by little forms, outside the fierce and naive 
portraits that the son offers of himself throughout his life - a "Wolf" 
emerged, who joined the other two beasts . His features were 


disfigured by a mystical thinness, his mouth thinned by kisses and 
impure works, his cheekbone and jaw moved away from each other: 
the cheekbone up, against the eye, the jaw down, on the dried skin of 
his neck. And between them an oblong cavity, which makes the chin 
protrude, almost pointed: ridiculous like any death mask. 

And the eye dry in a spasm; all the more abject as it is more 
similar to the pangs of saints: a hallucinated aridity, which where its 
light lands seems to stick as if with the flow from the rounded pupil, 
now too straight, now receding; and in the middle the nose, swollen 
in the skin and in the holes, above the upper lip almost disappeared, 
due to consumption: the human nose of the beast, which makes itself 
a guinea pig of its own desires which have become increasingly 
more natural as they become gangrenous. 

That "Wolf" scared me: not for what degrading she represented, 
but for the sole fact of being an apparition, almost objective: the 
definition of oneself, an "ecce homo", so to speak, from whose reality 
the knowledge he cannot escape in any way. His presence was so 
indisputable that it took away any hope of ever reaching that 
mysterious peak that I glimpsed in front of me, in the silence. I had 
set out on it so willingly - parched, without living, without writing, 
and yet, precisely in the absence of everything, if not the 
"abomination of desolation", taken by a new form of vitality - that 
now, having to credit the presence of that restless beast an 
insurmountable strength - something against which it was simply 
ridiculous to try to compete - gave me an anguish by which I was 
rendered helpless. I was pushed back by the temptation to return to 
where, ultimately, all that is required is silence. 

And while I was falling down, rightly ridiculous for my ancient 
victory over a world to which I belonged without any reason to 
consider myself higher, now devoid of the authority of poetry, and 
made ignorant by long obscurantist, practical and mystical 
acquaintances, there appeared to me a figure, in which I had to 
recognize myself once again, yellowed by silence. 


How I perceived it - in the midst of all that solitude, that oblivion, to 
which I had been reduced, I shouted: "Mercy, please", as in dreams, 
when all dignity is lost, and whoever has to cry cries, whoever has to 
ask for mercy asks for mercy. «Look at the state I'm in, look, even if I 
don't know if you are a survival or a new reality!» 

«Ah» he said, looking at me, with a subtle but not natural irony in 
his eyes made to be serious «you're right, I'm a shadow, a survival... 
I'm slowly turning yellow in the Fifties of the world, or, better said, d 
Italy...» And here he smiled again, ironic, slightly neurotic: because 
it was only the seriousness, or the passion, the possible light of his 
eyes: warm and brown eyes under the pronounced cheekbone, the 
thin and childish cheek, the ugly mouth smile full of sweetness: 
pulled by the grin of embarrassment of someone who has to make 
amends for an ancient sin. So, with that smile that distorted him, he 
looked a bit like a poor down-and-out and dirty bandit. And he said: 
«I am northern: my mother was born in Friuli, my father in 
Romagna; I lived for a long time in Bologna, and in other cities and 
towns in the Po Valley - as is written on the back of those books from 
the 1950s, which turn yellow with me...". And here he had another 
toothless smile — although none of his teeth were missing. But when 
the smile, for better or worse, finished pulling his mouth into the 
shadow of the sunken ends of the yellowish cloak of his teeth, an air 
of naive nobility invaded his entire face. 

«I was born under fascism, although I was almost still a boy when 
it fell. And then I lived for a long time in Rome, where fascism, 
under another name, continued: while the culture of the refined 
bourgeoisie showed no sign of waning, going hand in hand (is that 
what they say?) with the ignorance of the boundless masses of the 
small bourgeoisie..." He smiled, smiled again, like a guilty man, as if 
he wanted to tone down what he had said, or wanted to apologize 
for the vagueness to which he was forced by circumstances, or even 
by his anguish. 

«I was a poet», he added, quickly, as if he now wanted to dictate 
his tombstone «I sang of the division in the conscience of those who 
have fled from their destroyed city, and are going towards a city that 
has yet to be built. And, in the pain of destruction mixed with the 


hope of foundation, it darkly exhausts its mandate..." He looked at 
me for a moment, no longer as one would look at a victim to be 
helped, but at a pupil, or an interviewer: "It is for this reason" he 
added "that I am destined to turn yellow so prematurely: because 
the wound of a doubt, the pain of a laceration, soon become private 
evils, about which others have reason to be disinterested. And then... 
everyone only has one moment in life...". 

He had another drop of a mischievous and painful smile in his 
incapable eye, then, with a friendly air, he added: «But why do you 
want to go back, in the midst of that degradation? Why don't you 
continue up here, alone, as you were meant to be, and as you are?” 

I looked at him. Such kindness, such desire to lend oneself and 
make oneself available, in that situation, comforted me. He was 
miserable, small, my rescuer: he was not a father, he was not an 
older brother, he did not have the consoling grandeur of someone 
who represents authority; he could at most be a mountain guide. But 
goodness me!, in a circumstance like that, in which my life seemed to 
involve heaven and earth, presenting itself as a great edifying tale - 
even an experience of the beyond, an ascent up mystical steeps with 
a paradisiacal light of sunshine - as happens to saints when they are 
already characters in their sacred songs - in a circumstance like that, 
I could have had a slightly better encounter, or at least a little more 
romantic! Everything was done for this, it seemed to me: to 
presuppose a great guide, coming up along the paths of the 
necessary, with the splendor of poetry, from the depths of my 
history, of my culture. It could have been, for example, Gramsci 
himself... he, who came out of the small tomb of the English 
Cemetery in Testaccio, with his back like a small, erect Leopardi, the 
rectangular forehead of his Sardinian mother, the slightly romantic 
hair of the twenties , and those poor glasses of a bourgeois 
intellectual... Or, behold!, Rimbaud could have happened to me, my 
eighteen-year-old Rimbaud, my contemporary, and castrator, with 
his destiny and his language already divine, like those of a classic 
who was however beautiful and covered in ribbons like Alcibiades, 
and not to make love with him, but to admire him with all his 
childish soul... Or, finally, it could have been Charlot... 


Instead, all I had in front of me was him, a small civilized poet of 
the 1950s, as he bitterly said: incapable of helping himself, let alone 
anyone else. Yet it was clear that in the world - in my world - I could 
not find - although so miserable, so, so to speak, peasant, so timid - 
any guide other than this one. 


"Oh it's you!" I then said «I recognize you, I recognize you! Eh" and I 
blushed when I said it, not for the confessed vice, but for the fact 
that, once again, I was confessing myself, "I loved you very much. 
You have always seemed to me, deep down, I must admit, the 
"highest of the poets of our time", their true guide, actually. I have 
read and reread your volumes, with great satisfaction: now, to get 
out of this "impasse", ah, ah, ah" I laughed, "I appreciate the long 
critical work carried out on you, in the name, without social prestige, 
of narcissism ! You are the one whose style has been the reason for 
affirmation and success for me!» 

I looked at myself - stunned by the unpleasant trauma of this 
umpteenth confession, by the bad taste of the repetition of a 
consciousness that was no longer anything new - I looked around: 
and, of the three beasts, the one that scared me the most was the 
"She-Wolf" with mystical thinness ( with the flesh devoured by the 
abjection of the flesh, stinking of shit and sperm). 

«I need your help» I stammered, insecure as I had never been in 
my entire life «because this beast could end up taking away my 
strength and will to express myself. And I can't even bear the 
thought of no longer being a writer." 

"We need to change direction,” he told me then, with his 
frightened wisdom, trying to correct the gravity of what he said with 
the tones of a worldly language and as banally as possible "if a 
situation seems dangerous or unworthy." «With this beast whose 
presence makes you complain, there is nothing to joke about..." he 
continued: I felt his continuous linguistic correction, and it moved 
me; because I understood that, like irony, it was not made for him, 
champion of seriousness, passion, the rigor of jargon... It was the 
litote that he now applied: attenuation. Perhaps learned from 


associating with literary men his age. Deep down, deep down... yes, 
it was a bourgeois attitude: the fear of telling the truth in the 
sublimity of frontal expression, the need to offer it almost secretly, 
with negligence, talking about something else... 

«It's a tapeworm. And you know it. The repetition of a feeling 
becomes obsession. And obsession transforms the feeling... »he 
smiled, making fun of his own didactic tone, and humbly specifying: 
«Like the repetition of a word in the litanies... Repetition which is a 
loss of meaning; and loss of meaning which is meaning... 
Exhilarating... Ah, ah, ah!». I watched him laugh in the silence of the 
"abomination of desolation", in oblivion. 

She finished her poor, innocent, childish laugh as a connoisseur of 
style, and continued, constantly maintaining the tone of the spoken 
language: «Repeat the word sex endlessly: what meaning will it have 
in the end? Sex, sex, Sex, Sex, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, SEX, 
sex, sex... The world becomes an object of desire for sex, it is no 
longer a world, but a place of a single feeling . This feeling repeats 
itself, and with it the world repeats itself, until as it accumulates it 
vanishes... Only the miraculous projection remains of the world... 
Having become a religion, the Obsession, we need to see who it 
marries. But in the meantime, Religion, the Established one, has 
made all possible marriages. And he will still do some. Her desire is 
endless; she will have males... Until she finds one who has a cock so 
big that he will kill her. Ah, ah, ah! This one, so well endowed, will 
not be the owner of factories or newspaper chains, he will not own 
fiefdoms in the South, but his riches will be corporate spirit, paper 
capital, and a plurinational homeland. Ah, ah, ah! He will be the 
salvation of the world: which will not be regenerated at all with the 
absurdly heroic deaths to which the humble youth of all time are 
delegated: the boys of Reggio or Palermo, the Cuban or Algerian 
teenagers, Grimau and Lambrakis... He will chase it away in the 
most depths of Hell, from all the cities of the West where he still 
reigns, at the service of those who preceded him and of whom he 
will be the historical heir. For your good, now, it seems to me the 
best thing to take you to a place that is none other than the world. 
Further, you and I will not go, because the world ends with the 


world. As for the prospects of Hope (for which one dies) and the 
plans of He who will come, I am premature to their laws. I am 
therefore not authorized to lead you into those two Kingdoms: one, 
in fact, hoped for, the other planned." 

“T don't have to choose,” I said, “I'm coming with you.” He looked 
at me for a moment, examining me, shy and hard, from an angle, 
with a wet eye above his worn cheekbone. Then he moved, and I 
followed him. 


(1). This and the following notes were no longer written. 

1. The reference is to the demonstration against the Tambroni government, which took place 
in Reggio Emilia on 7 July 1960, during which the police attacked the demonstrators and 
there were five deaths. (Editor's note) 

2. Julian Grimau was executed by the Franco regime on 20 April 1963. (Editor's note) 

3. Grigori Lambrakis, a leftist MP, was killed by the Greek police in Thessaloniki on 22 May 
1963. (Editor's note) 


Canto II 


I saw him walking in front of me, along the steep slope thick with 
bad and innocent weeds: in one of the places in the world, where 
still, with everything that has happened, what counts is the grass - 
the tufts of grass piled up since spring like gangs of beggars, with 
gypsy smells in the compact purity of the rural eras - the immortal 
broom, the poor fleeting acacia - which only at that moment of the 
year rejoiced in its triumph: of large, crumbly flowers, crowded one 
on top of the other, smelling with the insolence of the stupid, the 
innocent - or the elders, very warm, the transparent gaggies - and the 
other pure trees: the mulberry, the vine, the oak - and those a little 
more mysterious, frequent in the Lowlands, the poplar, the alder, the 
willow - and the eucalyptus, ferocious with grey-red foliage, 
reminiscent of other climates - the mahogany, and the mango, 
colored by the sap of those who green on death - or, the Kenyan 
acacias, red and green - and cinnamon trees, sugar canes and 
handfuls of palms in the oceanic light - I watched him go up that 
suburban slope where the evening light fell like a storm. 

There was no boundary, in that light, between man and man, 
between those who down there in the stupendous and humble 
kingdoms of life, plains, villages, cities (which were now a single sad 
embroidery of lights) let themselves go in triumph of being there, 
like the flowers of the acacias that were already falling apart, and 
smelled of putrefaction: glorious in this too, indeed, even more 
glorious. 

Only I was outside of so much glory, so much melancholy. 

And a fiery tip of tears cut into my chest with a pain that was 
repeated the same from the most distant years of my life. 


Only me, marked by a border: disproportion, incredible, between 
this little me and the rest of the world, so great, inexhaustible even in 
nostalgia! 

Old inspiration, used to compiling mixtures of places, entire 
flying panoramas over Italy and Europe, and other crusts of the 
world, help me, like a repudiated woman, who is no longer of any 
use, but, for some old friendship, continues to frequent the husband 
taken by other loves (impossible, if there ever were any, and slightly 
ridiculous and defamatory) to render him the ancient, indispensable 
services! 

Help me in this betrayal: in this which is the worst of the 
visionary arbitrariness in which you have assisted me so much. Help 
me give body to abstractions, which want to be so new, with the old 
concreteness of domestic and elegiac fantasy! 

Enough: he walked in front of me, defenseless. And I couldn't 
stop myself from placing that gaze on the back of his neck, on his 
shoulders, which ends up humiliating those who observe and those 
who are observed. An undue appropriation of the reality of others, 
which makes the feeling of pity that is then felt even more undue. 

He walked nimbly in front of me, with a speed that might have 
been that of a boy. And it was this, above all, that forced an 
annoying sense of pity: he was a man between thirty and forty years 
old, a poet on whom studies were already being carried out at 
universities, and therefore his sporting and muscularly casual walk 
had something abject, exaggerated: like someone who confesses 
without shame, and almost without realizing it, certain of his own 
weaknesses... unless it was an equally pitiful coquetry... 

Because in his whole body there was something shameful, 
humiliating: and therefore his youthful health, which, in the gestures 
of walking up the difficult climb, could be guessed behind the 
apparent thinness and exhaustion of his body, irritated those who 
did not loved him, and pitied those who loved him. 

And then those clothes: those tacky clothes, linked to his financial 
possibilities of the famous Fifties, bought according to the taste, the 
slightly plebeian fashion of those years: a sports jacket found in a 
clothing store, of a strange color that looked a little rusty and a little 


orange; the open collar of the shirt, also bought ready-made, in any 
shop in the centre; the trousers slightly wrinkled, worn and a little 
short; shoes worn on the outside of the heels, like someone who 
walks a bit like a monkey; and above all those short, horrible socks, 
with certain red dots, tightened by the elastic just above the ankles. 
He walked unaware, in front of me: son of a poor and bourgeois 
nation, a poet who became a poet who knows how, who knows in 
what provincial corner, in what heartbreaking intimacy, in what 
badly lived, noble mixture of rebellion and conformism. 

I was deeply discouraged. Precisely that of neurosis: seeing 
everything black around, and _ perceiving things suddenly 
impoverished, maimed, like mannequins or ghosts full of a cold 
melancholy. And that evening, which descended around, with the 
tremendous and calm warmth of a silent hurricane... 

I gathered courage, and managed to speak, with my voice 
cracking in my throat, and in exactly the tone of protest that children 
have when they are about to cry. 

«Do I really have to go ahead with this Barbarian Opera, in which 
that of the Two Paradises is nothing more than an unrealistic and 
childish theory?»: thus, incomplete, my question sounded, in the 
usual wrapping, moreover, of self-irony. And he: 

"Sure why not?" 

He had turned back, his eye like a happy little snake on his 
cheekbone. 

«I don't know if you realize... that this journey has already been 
done, to put it prudently, by those who were "still corruptible and 
went to the immortal century". Apart from the fact" I continued, 
hiding my sloth under the worldly, discouraged argumentation "that 
he was supported by an iron ideology" I said exactly like that "the 
most powerfully unitary of all our culture, the final product of the 
entire Middle Ages etc. . And then, stylistically, think, you who are 
the master of these things, think what a unique case: the shift of the 
point of view upwards, which immeasurably increases the number 
of things and their names, precisely at the moment in which it 
narrows and synthesizes everything ..." And at this point I added, 
again for reasons of litote: "As a university professor would say." 


And I continued: «Well, in short, I simply wanted to say... that 
repeating this journey consists in getting up and seeing everything 
from afar together, but also in getting down and seeing everything 
up close — to continue to express myself without the slightest shame. 
You know what cultured language is; and you know what the vulgar 
one is. How could I use it? They are both now a single language: the 
language of hate." 

He, with his eye shining above his cheekbone, as he struggled like 
a striker up the steep slope of the Prataccio, sighed: «Instead of 
widening, you will dilate!». 

I understood, but, unconvinced, I said: «Yes, but...»: and I wanted 
to say: «What will people say?» (that is, the thirty or forty people I 
love, but who nevertheless nothing can prevent me from not 
knowing: even in their gaps, for example in their not knowing what 
the hell difference there is between enlarging and dilating). But I 
corrected myself and continued, barely speaking: «Asymmetry, 
disproportion, law of programmed irregularity, mockery of 
cohesiveness, hooliganistic introduction of the arbitrary... In any 
case...». And here I quoted again, saving myself triumphantly, even 
if for a few moments, in the expression of others: "Neither I nor 
anyone else believes me to be worthy of this." 

Having tasted the fleeting flavor of the Vulgar, I immediately fell 
back into the vulgarity of the "Language of Hate": mine - historically 
mine - that of my time, of my father, of my mother, of my professors, 
of my suppliers, of my newspapers, of my radio, of my television, of 
my balls! And I said, "Isn't that crazy?" 

What I wanted I did not want (there is no doubt about this), but 
with the black, flayed pain of the neurotic. Who sees the end of what 
has begun, and, in beginning, has the desolating pain of the end: the 
sense of a farewell given to things before having even known them, 
an infernal nostalgia for what one just has: something that it tears 
the chest and the throat like a tip of fiery tears. 

“If I understand correctly,” he said (in my own language!), 
“you're damned scared. And that doesn't do you credit." And she 
looked at me with a look that was exactly the opposite of what her 
words were: the word fear corrected by that cursed person who 


tempered it, making it more tolerable and appropriate; words do 
you no honor, what reticence to say dishonors you. 

His gaze, however, was without "corrections", full of courageous 
love. 

And as he spoke, he was ironic again, because, alas, in our world 
we can only speak like this: «Faith pushed me here; and Faith was 
pushed to push me by the Id...”. 

He was silent. By being ironic, that is, by underlining two words 
with capital letters, you can say anything: but the look he still cast on 
me, instead of some elegant secular, worldly or exquisite variant - 
was so desperately pure: similar to something vaguely luminous that 
persists in the dark landscape of a winter rain; something that, to the 
honor of life, and almost of the cosmos, persists in shimmering in a 
bit of dark mud. It was perhaps the blind stubbornness of poetry: its 
material presence. 

I had, in front of me, the face of a partisan condemned to death, 
who in the pallor of terror, retains - in his brown eye, in his virile 
cheekbone - the hardness of his hope, now useless for him. 

I walked behind him and looked at the ground. 

I looked at the ground like someone who has to harbor, without 
showing it to anyone, the naivety of his fervor: a hope, a desire to do 
(in this useless world), which is reborn, requiring even more 
modesty. Woe, among us, to those who discover themselves. And 
with my head bowed, I went, to hide what makes the man worthy of 
his name. 

I looked at the flowers at my feet, which emerged among the grim 
and innocent weeds: I was like them, the ones incredulous of dying, 
and destined for a life of a few days. Fiorucci without a name: 
unnamed, and many, one identical to the other, scattered by chance 
along the edges of the muddy path, one equal to the other not only 
in its sublime elusive form, with its blue almost white due to 
humility, with its candor, out of poverty, faded into purple or 
yellow, like watered down wine - but one equal to the other in the 
ignorance of transience, of vanity: of the smallness of their life. 

Fiorucci in which there was only happiness, shared between 
thousands and thousands of little brothers, thirsty for beautiful 


sunshine. And now that the day was passing away, spreading its sad 
humidity over them, they, amazed, became sad, all together: but 
happy in this too! 

He who humbly lends himself to the verifications that man makes 
of his difficult fate is man's most tender friend. And yet - I thought, 
walking and looking at my poor shoes treading in the mud - I will 
leave without knowing the name of these flowers, which were my 
silent companions for so many years. 

I observe, in them, how much I resemble him: indistinct brother, 
who trembles, is amazed, regains courage, with the sun, the 
morning, credulous in the eternity that the morning steals once 
again from those who wake up, and start again, like a willing father . 

Little flowers piled up in a single tuft, thousands of humble twins 
with a beautiful festive dress, cheap, but with hems and shades of a 
mysterious regal preciousness. Weak, poor things, made of a 
substance little more consistent than dust, or frost, which nothing is 
enough to make disappear. 

Isolated flowers, or in large expanses, each with its own stem, 
which mysteriously settled here, in one night, coming from who 
knows where, on this grass trampled only by herd survivors, or by 
whores who are now old, sad, who ask for littlke money from 
workers returning from the city, from the children of farmers who 
live in a countryside where the suburbs are piled up, beyond the 
curve of a river, or the straight stretch of a motorway. 

Flowers that come from the regions of the past that never died in 
the cosmos - and they camp there, according to the whim of the sun 
and the wind, like tribes of gypsies who never choose the places to 
camp, but leave it to chance. 

I too, like a flower - I thought - nothing more than an uncultivated 
flower, obey the necessity that wants me caught up in the joy that 
follows discouragement. Then of course something will come again 
that will offend me and massacre me: but for me too, as for the 
flowers of other springs, the past is confused with the present, and a 
meadow is here, and, at the same time, in the cosmos! 

I looked at those shoulders in front of me, squeezed into that 
jacket that squeezed my heart. And, with yet another tightening in 


my heart — like a little flower — I followed him. He walked decisively, 
intently, and I followed him: by now I too had the pace of a partisan 
heading towards the mountains. 


(1963) 


Notes and fragments for canto III 


1 


In that first corner of the City, you could immediately feel 
everything that it was. Different languages resounded around me, 
pronounced by slightly repulsive mouths, and perhaps beautifully 
drawn - like Berbers, or Welsh: people of an unfamiliar race (as 
indeed the world always is, due to a fatal obsession, in its various 
places). . Dialects, or jargons, spoken of the poor or the rich: they 
were the first words, as always, to immediately reveal the speakers 
socially. But here they revealed them, instead, so to speak, under an 
asocial, frightening aspect. 

I asked, now pleased: «Master, what is that I feel?». «Here live» he 
replied, equally reassured on his side, but not without Leopardi's 
"vagueness" «those who have chosen as their ideal a condition which 
is however inevitable: anonymity. The fate, the glory, the 
condemnation of being "everyone", or, if you prefer (and I see that 
you suffer wildly from it) of being like everyone. But this was not a 
condition of real innocence for them. How many partisans were not 
men and boys like everyone else? And their being in the mountains - 
their smoking one last cigarette before dying - their holding their 
weapons between their knees next to a fire - their singing on the rare 
evenings of respite - their hope for distant peace and _ their 
knowledge of having to die — weren't they part of everyone's acts 
and days? How many of those partisans were not equal to each 
other? Look at their now yellowed photographs. They were people. 
They were youth. They were working class. These people here 
instead made their condition of equality and lack of singularity a 


faith and a reason for living: they were the moralists of the duty to 
be like everyone else." 

I looked at those people with pity, and with that nostalgia of 
which my guide had read the "shadow of wild pain" on my face. 
“But what do they have to complain like this?” I asked. In fact 
(unlike in life) they were unhappy here, they cried, they complained. 
«It makes them suffer» he replied «what they have given up. They 
do not know. But nothing is rejected with impunity. What gives men 
the most pleasure (even if it is a false pleasure) is success. Anyone 
who, by ideologicalizing and codifying" he smiled "his own 
impotence, renounces it, naturally suffers from the greatest 
displeasure. They are unaware of it: well, they suffer even more for 
this reason! 


2 


It wasn't difficult for me to realize that in reality all those people, 
along the streets of their world of employees, professionals, workers, 
political parasites, small intellectuals, were actually running like 
crazy after a flag. Through the medieval alleys, or through the large 
bureaucratic or Art Nouveau streets, or, finally, through the new, 
residential or popular neighbourhoods, they did not move, dragged 
- as it seemed - by the orgasm of the traffic or their duties: but they 
ran after that flag. It was, in reality, a rag, flapping and rolling 
obtusely in the wind. But, like all flags, it had drawn a faded symbol 
in its centre. I looked closer, and it didn't take me long to realize that 
that symbol consisted of nothing more than an Asshole. 


(1965) 


(1). Meditating, I am told, on Hell my brother Shelley found that it was a place roughly 
similar to the city of London. I who do not live in London but in Los Angeles, find, 


meditating on Hell, that it must resemble Los Angeles even more. 


Notes and fragments for the fourth canto 


1 


Our couple went down like a couple of blind people. The two of us 
knew well what Unreality was, since we lived among it every day. 
And precisely for this reason we were pale as death. All the 
inauthentic gestures, the uncertain and summary words, the 
cowardice, the omissions: knowing how to be holy and not to be. 

I saw the color of those cheeks: my Conscience certainly had bad 
digestion: or perhaps her stomach or liver were not well. Or it was 
out of stock. Or all these things together. How much effort, and how 
much passion, to then experience only one moment of sincerity in a 
whole day. 

«Maintenant c'est la nuit que je travaince. De minuit a five hours 
du matin": I therefore saw in him that color of unhealthy work. And 
I asked him how I could go down with him, if he too, usually so 
courageous - almost invulnerable - was contaminated by that pallor 
that distinguishes the exploited, the poor, the passive, the Christs 
who suddenly find themselves lifeless after never having lived. 

He replied: «This pallor of mine is nothing but pity for all those 
people over there, who live in confusion. Okay, maybe that's an 
excuse, but it's also the truth. In fact, in me, pity is only the aspect 
that the lack of freedom takes on...". 


2 


At this point I ask the reader's forgiveness for the disproportion 
between what I would like to say and what I know how to say. But I 
could not postpone writing this passage of my Dromenon any 


longer. What the hell did I have to wait anymore? Of course: in a few 
years of work I could have increased the quantity of things I know: 
but our knowledge is a form. And the form of my knowledge — no 
matter how many more things I learn — no matter how many more 
experiences I have — will always remain the same. 

All poets have always complained about their smallness, and 
naively: because having been boys and having lived in the province 
substantially determine the form of a man's knowledge: 


De profundis, Domine, am I stupid! 


The form of knowledge then manifests itself as rhythm. And even 
this rhythm, in a prose, in a poem, is always repeated the same. 
Knowing little is naivety and pride mixed together. Ignorance is a 
childhood terror. Among the thousand glances that are thrown 
around the world - anxious, vital, interested, and naive like those of 
dogs - only a few have value: and they get lost in our greed for 
animals, which, within their silence, actually have no interests of 
civilized men, but of poor needy men, with reserved adolescence of 
petty bourgeois and workers. Only by speaking do we manifest 
knowledge: in silence we only feel a naive and shameful greed 
(precisely formless). In silence we divine something: in the naive 
way of a boy who feels inferior, and envies animals and ancestors. 
He dreams of being idle and brutal, of returning from Africa with 
limbs of steel, with dark skin, with furious eyes. Let us divine some 
general condition of man, which affects every man. But it's not 
much. In fact, we only struggle against our intimate conformism 
only intermittently and with laziness. We have never really analyzed 
it first and then eliminated it point by point. Our intimate 
conformism is contested only by a mysterious force, by a glory of 
vitality, idolatry and love of sacrilege. 

We hate the conformism of others because this is what keeps us 
from caring about our own. Each of us hates our own destiny in the 
other as in a concentration camp. We can't stand others having lives 
and habits under another sky. We would always like something 
external, such as an earthquake, a bombing, a revolution, to break 


the habits of the millions of petty bourgeois who surround us. This is 
why Hitler was our true, absolute hero. He was the deputy of the 
provincial Rimbauds, who walked on the pavements of their cities, 
with the same bravado with which the other young petty bourgeois 
people - and especially those who were becoming petty bourgeois 
from workers - accepted the conformism of their fathers. Beliefs and 
habits; fears and violence; work and holidays; homelands and 
churches. Hitler made the speeches — sweet and hypothetical, 
fanatical and confused — mixed with the little green trails of fireflies 
that indicated warmth under the dark vines; or to the voices of the 
drivers in the dusty squares, who nostalgically pointed to a layer of 
damp on the stone steps of the monuments... 

Hitler, our horrendous hero, incarnation of unhappy boys, who 
would have liked to stop the ringing of bells behind the corn fields, 
or the sirens at the end of the perspectives of municipal porticoes - so 
that the sleeping lower middle class would wake up, and run into 
the squares to repeat , despite this, the creative sufferings of Christ. 

I therefore apologize to my reader - who has reason to be 
impatient - for not being able to represent to him a vision of the 
world supported by the wisdom or extremism that I would like. 

The Hell that I set out to describe was simply already described 
by Hitler. It is through his politics that Unreality has truly shown 
itself in all its light. It is from it that the bourgeois have drawn true 
scandal, or, I am ashamed to say, have experienced the true 
contradiction of their lives. 

Hitler was the fruit of their poet sons, who dreamed a dream 
much truer, bigger and more terrible than they were capable of 
dreaming. (Poets also sons of Jews.) It's true: equally great poets 
have suffered and suffer for all this, and would like for men a 
Germany and a Europe that is truly innocent: even petty and 
humble, because petty and humble is the great life of man. But the 
first poets, those who dreamed of the exterminations among the 
shacks, the piles of little bodies under the cloaks, and the hair on the 
skulls of the corpses moved by the breeze of the river peaces and the 
greenery of the north, were the ones who were right, because the 


spring it has always brought and will always bring the terrifying 
laughter of the idiot. 


3 


Where had I seen something similar to this garden full of poets, 
which I now had before my eyes? Of course I had seen it: and if I'm 
not mistaken, if my memory doesn't lie due to some impediment 
that I don't know about, it was the villa of S., a few kilometers from 
Prague. 

It was an eighteenth-century villa, built by Bohemian princes: I 
don't know any other data, nor if I knew them I would say them, 
because in this case I believe the real accuracy consists precisely in 
ambiguity. This was in fact an ambiguous place: it could be 
Bohemian, as it actually was, and as the sad countryside revealed, a 
whole tangle of thin branches that had prematurely dried up, but it 
could also be Parisian, or high-Italian. There was a high, elegant but 
anonymous surrounding wall, towards the state road - on which, 
further ahead, stood one of those agricultural villages, which, 
precisely because it was located on a busy road, has transformed for 
centuries into a resting place: tearing it away from the melancholy of 
the rural expanses, from their painful smell of frost. Beyond this 
surrounding wall and its gate, there was immediately a large 
courtyard (covered with symmetrical flowerbeds of an intense but 
pale green) whose general color was a faded reddish, that of the 
small bricks which were the color of oxblood, and now they have 
faded into a sanguine, light and sensual dream carved into the 
corneas of the servants. At the end of this courtyard stood the villa, 
facing north. It rose with its luxury profoundly muffled by who 
knows what shyness (rooted in the hearts of those who had paid for 
it and those who had designed it. If it was a country villa, however, 
it had the severity of a kind of convent: and behind its high walls of 
enlightened civilization seemed to hide the darkness of souls 
exacerbated by the mysterious pains deriving from wealth). 


Beyond the villa lay the actual garden: its borders were the 
deserted countryside and the sky. 

This garden consisted of a boundless geometric play of round and 
oval flowerbeds, and of curling plants, perhaps junipers, among 
gnarled evergreens gathered together as if in a peaceful spasm. 

Those paths, those flowerbeds were full of poets, who, taking 
advantage of a little sunshine, walked and chatted sweetly and 
without obligation, waiting to go to the table. 

They were Czech poets and Slovakian poets, and among them, 
some Italian poets, guests of that villa: which was, in fact, a villa for 
poets. 

In a similar Italian place (at least according to my personal 
experience) such a meeting would have had an air, in its essence, in 
its substance, profoundly vulgar. With their good clothes as 
employees - forced into this second job to earn a living - the Italian 
poets, in such a gathering, would however have had the appearance 
not so much of poets, but of employees. 

Their condition as petty bourgeois would have fatally determined 
them there too; and they would have had all the shyness, fears, 
ereed, anxieties, moods, good or bad, of people economically similar 
to them. And, since the lower middle class is vulgar, they could only 
have been vulgar. On top of everything, in such a gathering - and 
especially the possible communist poets - they would have felt that 
they had achieved even a modest worldly goal: and their vulgarity, 
unaware, would have thus tightened the heart. 

Here, however, among these Bohemian or Slovak poets, if there 
was any pity, it was different. Their economic figures were those of 
poets and that was it, because the State considered them as such, and 
qualified them as such. Their society did not force them to do 
another job to earn a living. They had the necessary guarantees for 
housing and food, for special expenses and illnesses. But these 
economic figures were nevertheless also miserable: and therefore 
they too "were heartbroken". As soon as a man represents - with his 
physicality - his way of earning his living, he arouses pity. And then 
he defends himself against it; and to defend himself he seeks goals 
other than bread. Worldly goals that save him from his condition as 


a producer of goods which, valued in gold, always makes him live 
like a petty bourgeois. And then, as in nightmares, the negligible 
details of his consumer goods take shape, his jacket, his trousers, his 
shoes defenseless to the gaze of his prosaic feet, which no poem will 
ever be able to redeem, his tie, his shirt, alas, slightly dark on the 
edge of the collar, and bought in some snobbish little shop in the 
city, or in some bright department store that is the same for everyone 
(which is intolerably cruel). Petty bourgeois poverty thus makes the 
little poet vulgar, but also the great poet not yet recognized and 
honored. 


4 


The truth that cannot be said (just as the ancients were unable to tell 
their dreams because they believed them to be something different 
from what they actually are) is this: each of us is physically the 
figure of a buyer, and our anxieties are the anxieties of this figure 
(just as our terrors are the terrors of our dreams). The world of men 
as we know them in our lives shaped by the majority, is a world of 
buyers. Everything we need to manifest ourselves is purchased. But 
the real gaze that observes us buyers is not the gaze of another 
buyer. Only in certain moments is this gaze also our gaze: but then it 
is a divination, the value of which is neither established nor 
recognized by anyone. Therefore our vital experience remains the 
experience of those who reveal themselves through humble 
purchases. In the best cases, however, we manage to make this 
deluded experience a real experience: that is, we manage to identify 
the experiences of the figure of the buyer who lives there with the 
experiences of that unrealized figure called man. Unless the figure of 
the buyer also makes use of this presumed identification - through a 
maneuver that is well known to us - to live further in peace. The 
laws that govern us took shape in another world to which no one 
belongs. Because it is always us who, if we want, first become hitmen 
and catechumens, then masters of the production of those goods of 
which we are buyers. By doing this we experience that there is no 


solution of continuity between subject and master, between worker 
and capitalist. Each promotion never erases the previous state: just 
as the fact of being an adult does not erase the fact of having been a 
child. Indeed, in any case they are the first states, the most important 
and definitive. Even those who participate in production will always 
have the characteristics of consumers. He will always return to his 
first anxieties. Don't belong to him. It is not his gaze that looks at 
those present and expresses itself by purchasing his goods. 


5 


«The poet experiences the anxiety of purchasing in its pure state. 
Why, in fact, here, in this Garden, is there no shadow of vulgarity? 
Because economic figures are shattered by their anxiety. In fact, the 
poet wants to experience all possible economic figures, he wants 
both poverty and wealth. He is not a buyer! He is a producer who 
doesn't make money! He is someone who produces goods that he 
can and cannot buy! And, if it is purchased by chance, it cannot be 
consumed! Worse than plastic or tar or detergents! A buyer without 
aspirations (his expression is in fact sufficient in itself) and a 
producer without buyers, or at least without consumers, he spends 
his life living the anxieties - which remain in him - of those who 
want to buy and those who want to sell: but their unspeakable state. 
They cannot be objectified because they are no longer historical. 
Something that poets don't necessarily have to realize. They 
manifestly experience such chaos. In a farce where everyone has 
their part. 

Making the anxieties of purchase and production degenerate into 
something that is their purity and their lack of function is the poet's 
role. 

If he knows, so much the better. If he doesn't know, he knows 
other things. Suddenly you see a man different from the others, 
shouting: “Priests, professors, masters, you are wrong to hand me 
over to justice. I have never been one of these people; I am of the race 
of those who sing at the torture; I don't understand the laws; I have 


no moral sense; I'm a brute...". These negative statements are the 
negative exaltation of the impossibility of having an economic 
figure. Therefore he walks the streets on winter nights, homeless, 
without clothes, without bread; and he wants gold. And he has 
himself, only himself, as witness to his own glory and his own 
reason. This testimony, as soon as it is received and perceived by 
others, naturally becomes impure: that is, a pretext to justify normal 
consumers to themselves, reassuring them of the possibility of 
freedom (realized by a poet whom they in any case either persecute 
or corrupt) . 

Whether he is a beggar or a lord, the poet belongs neither to the 
economic figure of the beggar nor to that of the lord. He must be 
without a stable economic figure. I repeat: now he has one, now he 
has another, now all together. And of course he suffers them all! He 
can very well write beautiful poems of intimate and civil pain, just 
for the real pain of not having a little money in his pocket to have 
dinner, or even worse, perhaps, to buy a car; when not for the pain 
of having too much money because of a rich father. 

The degeneration of his social status means that his desires are 
actually all fulfilled. If he dreams of seeing his petty bourgeois peers 
dead, conformists, self-confident, cowardly, weak, abysses of 
imperfection and monstrosity, blackmailers, ugly, ignorant, 
standard-bearers of an idiotic faith, of a foolish Christ and of a shitty 
homeland — here his desire comes true, in a dissonant and non- 
chronological time, immediately or fifty years later. And the 
infamous become innocent; the infamous innocents. Certain old 
bourgeois people — unjustly in love with good music — or owners of 
villas worthy of ancient Greece, etc. — from infamous monsters they 
become innocent little worms, crushed, beaten, stripped, made to 
stink; or on the contrary, certain innocent young blond men, no 
longer workers and not yet petty bourgeois - and still with all the 
cruel integrity of the boy - become miserable torturers or 
executioners. 

Other times, however, it happens that the poet's words of hatred 
are realized by a revolution, the one he dreamed of. 


But then naturally this revolution is something else: it 
degenerates, because in fact the poet's dream was impure, it was 
born from abysses of unjustified pain, worthy of that of the 
bourgeois among whom he was born, and it was unfairly 
transformed into a libidinous anxiety for action. 

However here, in this Garden, there is no vulgarity. The first 
quality of the poet is the height of his style, the purity of his words. 
This is what his testimony to Reality consists of. And this must not 
seem contradictory to what I have said, because Reality is also made 
up of Unreality (the horrible one of the petty bourgeois). Poetry is 
the only communication that escapes, not from economic 
determinations, from which nothing escapes, but from every 
determined determination: from the moment in which the poet, as I 
said, does not identify with any economic figure. 

Furthermore, predicting how, when and why an economic 
anxiety does not limit itself to becoming - I am not saying 
revolutionary consciousness - or mysterious anxiety of life - and 
therefore thought and philosophy - but anxiety of expression does 
not belong to the things that can be spoken. Reality reveals itself 
when it pleases. 

Here in this Garden there are no literati - because the literati are 
all in Hell, and, as you will see, above all in the Circles where the 
most typically bourgeois and petty bourgeois sins are punished. 
However, although poets, none of these here have ever been afraid 
of literature. You are not afraid of the things you are so much 
stronger than." 
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“And it's still life!” he said «if damnation is eternal. A man who 
wants to mutilate himself is damned, right? I believe in Hell so I'm 
in. It is the fulfillment of the catechism. I am a slave to my baptism. 
Parents, you have brought about my ruin, and you yours..." 

«You will be amazed» he continued «that I, your poet (who now 
speaks with the language of your poetry), is in Hell. But I sinned. 


After all, Paradise is just a project, and a double one at that. My sins? 
Well, the letter I wrote to Paul Demeny is the letter of a troublesome 
fanatic, who, coming straight from the provinces, has a guiltily wild 
idea of civil life.» 
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In the Garden, in the mild light of three in the afternoon that framed 
the eternal idleness of those shadows of honored poets, there 
sounded - like thunder born from the heights of the world of the 
living - or perhaps from the depths of a Hell dug under Hell - a 
phrase of the sovereign poet, like an epigraph that never ceased to 
resonate in my schoolboy ears: «I understood that she belonged to 
his everyday life; and that her turn of goodness would take longer to 
reproduce than a star." 

The mother! She was therefore the queen of Hell: collected, sweet, 
protector and child, still in the light of the Earthly Paradise. 


8 


The other who came - cleansed of the signs of alcohol and unhealthy 
fatness, purified of all memories that were too close - also thought of 
his mother: but through his child that he had left on earth, the eldest 
- of whom he himself had become a mother. 

And, without alcohol, without fatness, without anecdotes, it was 
he, himself, who had the young face of his firstborn, the clean face of 
the boy, shorn, in a moment of strong and dreamy health of his 
adolescence. And, inasmuch as he resembled his beardless son, with 
the slightly clumsy but pure hair of sporty and barbaric boys, he 
indeed resembled his mother. He had become her. 

And the more he - dying out of desire to die, killing himself out of 
too much love of life - had come to resemble his mother, the more, 
however, Rimbaud, in front of him, had furiously preserved himself 
as a son, denying out of excess of love, the mother. Denying her wild 
seeds, compared to the good life of the Mother. 


(1965) 


1. The phrase is taken from a letter by Arthur Rimbaud addressed to Ernest Delahaye in 
June 1872. (Editor's note) 


2. Sentence written by Rimbaud in Une saison en enfer, in the passage entitled Mauvais 
sang. (Editor's note) 


Notes and fragments for canto VII 


1 


A brand new indicator sign — the metal post stained with blue 
acrylic, the box in red — bore the rather depressing inscription: 
«Infernal Penis Increase Work (OIPI) — Too Continent (or Reductive) 
Zone — Sector I: Conformism» . 

«In this area», my Guide told me, shamefully, as always, for the 
fear of falling into vulgar facts — something that jammed the Tongue 
of Hate in him, crumbled it in his throat «you will not see pain, in a 
figurative sense , spectacular and symbolic... The petty-bourgeois 
conformists have also committed far more atrocious sins than that of 
being conformists... Conformism was simply the necessary basis of 
their sins, the indispensable premise. Out of conformity, there were... 
for example... practicing religious people... right-thinking people 
completely dedicated to work and family... who ended up having 
armchair covers made with the skin of their victims..." Almost 
exhausted by this joke, in his own way conformist, that is, without 
the impetus of scandalous novelty - direct product of a culture, that 
of the Resistance, which he knew well was now in a state of full 
institutionality - he was silent for a while, and, frowning and full of 
pain, he extracted from his trouser pocket a tube of optalidon, and 
he swallowed a pill. 

«Those who are condemned here, under these cartels» he 
explained «were not petty bourgeois except by birth, by social 
definition, etc. In reality, they had, as they say, the necessary tools to 
know their "sin": they knew how not to be conformists, and they 
were. 


We walked along that beautiful road, high above the marsh: the 
white metal railings, the short bridges over the small road, the 
concrete embankments on which, below, wild grass full of nettles 
pressed thick and invincible. 

"In this place," added the Guide laconically, "the only pain is 
being there." 


2 


A barrier similar to that of the level crossings of railways, or of the 
borders between State and State, was lowered on the road, with its 
red and white stripes, freshly painted, still smelling of paint. 

Behind the barrier, the road widened, becoming an immense 
asphalt square, of those that stretch out in front of stadiums or large 
swimming pools, for the parking of thousands and thousands of 
cars: but during the hours when there is no match; and it is twilight; 
and, with dusk, emptiness. Nothing else but the asphalt and the 
immensity, filled with the melancholy of the sun that retreats, and 
almost blindingly strikes the nearby things, while the distant ones 
fade into a ghostly light that makes them vague and limitless. 

Next to the lowered barrier, there was a concrete building, quite 
sober and elegant: behind it, towards the expanse of the swamp, 
there was even the appearance of a garden, English style, albeit sad 
like all state things. In front of this building — customs office or 
barracks — there were the Demons. Yes: throughout that new Zone, 
as we have seen by OIPI, new departments of female infernal police 
were in fact being tested. Evidently the meekness of the sinners in 
that sector justified this experiment: they were mostly men of 
culture, accustomed to remaining silent in moments of danger, and 
speaking, only speaking, in moments of relative tranquility. The 
Demons, like all novices, took their assignment very much to heart. 
Their eyes were filled with a black and hostile light, even worse than 
that of the male Demons. The terror of being unequal to the task 
evidently made them ferocious. 


They immediately hated us for the exception we forced them to 
make: that is, to raise the barriers to let two strangers pass. 

They opened, and we entered the square, an endless car park 
without a car, lost in the twilight. 


3 


A large crowd of people had gathered there, all together. It was the 
large crowd that, scattered and divided, in the long evenings in 
which the lights are slow to come on, found themselves in the 
squares, in the parks, under the summer chestnut trees of the 
riversides, in the terraces of the attics among succulent plants, in the 
expanses of tables in front of kiosks in rich neighborhoods; or in the 
interiors - already gathered in the peace of dinner or immediately 
after dinner - with the windows still wide open onto the darkness of 
the twilight that has just fallen menacingly sweet. 

As if they had come from all those places - from the capitals, 
Rome, or London, or Paris, or from the large provincial cities - all 
those people were crowded together, in the indistinct shadows, 
whispering. 


4 


«Oh, Pasolini!» I heard someone calling me, exactly as one calls one 
another in the crowd at a cocktail party; with special kindness — one 
that alludes to a particular relationship, interrupted for some time, 
and now, precisely, at that moment, resumed. An unspoken, and 
almost somewhat clandestine, alliance. The tone of sweet surprise in 
that call was well known to me. Which, after having excluded me, 
recovers me in the blink of an eye. 

And the depths of the eyes of the people from whom that 
beautiful "Oh, Pasolini" might have come to me, slightly fluted or 
warbled, were very sweet. But really authentically sweet. It wasn't 
the Hypocrite Sector that I was in. 


It was a group of women. No, sir. I looked at them with my short- 
sighted gaze, which, due to her shyness, became bored, or reluctant, 
or, in some way - not recognizing - unrecognizable. 


5 


«All these people», said the Master, «have sinned against the 
greatness of the world almost by instinct. The reduction of 
everything occurred in them as a sort of defense... Ah" he sighed 
"they weren't able to tell each other the great story... of playing 
Orlandi and Donquixoti" and he smiled, weakened once again by his 
generous inability to use a language current «and so, they were 
reduction vessels...» 

His mouth tensed in the smile of a worldly discourse, my poor 
Master, fearless, in the assumption of banality at a level of great 
culture and great passion. And he continued, out of pure kindness, 
out of disinterested love of knowledge: 

«It is a sin born with the lower middle class, after the great 
industrialization, after the conquest of the colonies... Before, the little 
people were small: they didn't want to be. 

In short... All these people, for fear of greatness, instinctively 
lacked religion. 

Reduction, spirit of reduction, is lack of religion: this is the great 
sin of the age of hatred. And in fact nowhere else in Hell will you see 
so many people. The masses, my friend! The masses; who have 
made it their religion not to want to have it — without knowing it.» 

The devil arrived with the beer. Enemy, he placed it on the table, 
with the receipt, and left. 

«You will have noticed the large number of women... Oh, of 
course. In them the reduction, as they say, is as old as the species: 
they defend the race, as well as themselves, poor things. This is why 
conformism always has a certain magnitude in them. It is, after all, 
their religion. But the males!» and his eyes filled with a melancholy 
similar to the spasm of physical pain: the ease with which his heart 
tightened was well known; and now evidently the fate of those 


males, who had managed to take their smallness as bourgeois... as a 
vas of reduction... intact to the grave, shocked him. 

«Well, what grips my heart in all this is the thought of how much 
hatred the preservation of their pettiness has cost them. Those you 
have seen have limited themselves to the defense of it. But never in 
all of history have we seen such horrendous sins as those committed 
by the bourgeoisie in this century, to defend their right to hate 
greatness. I think of Buchenwald and Dachau, Auschwitz and 
Mauthausen." 

And once again his authentic indignation was faded and 
humiliated by the aging he underwent as the Fifties passed. But it 
was there. And with it, in it, every possible true poem. 

So we remained in silence for a long time, lost in the emotion that 
comes from the repetition - in special circumstances or in special 
states of mind - of some old truth that is still good. 

It was difficult to interrupt the communion that had been 
established between us in indignation, mild and knowing: any 
added word would have been of useless side dish... 

But we must always interrupt all enchantments; even those of 
meekness and knowledge, the most sacred of man. We must do as 
the Christ of the gospels did, who, as soon as he established an 
enchantment - the contemplative pause after a word that could be 
endlessly questioned and thought about in silence - immediately 
established another, which gave no peace, almost with cruelty. 

«After this Motel, a separate part of the Reducers Area begins. A 
separate Sector, as you will see. It is true that you will still find 
Reductives - or Too Continents - but in them the error has found an 
explanation and a conscience: it has somehow risen to the dignity of 
religion. However, it is a degraded religion, because, as you will 
easily understand, it had to give greatness to one part of reality only 
at the expense of sacrificing another... 

But let's go..." 

With fervor - with his gestures of an anguished sportsman - he got 
up, left the Motel behind, set off along the main road, with its 
bollards, its central hedge, its sidewalks, its dividing lines now 


united, now dotted, painted white; its emergency pitches; its elegant 
bridges over the sordid, decrepit mud canals. 

But as we approached the border, with its barrier and its police 
building, the air became increasingly darker. Like a night that fell 
suddenly, with the rapidity of a storm. Everything was swallowed 
up by the darkness, and we just had time to see the sign: the usual 
OIPI, followed this time by the writing: "Sector Autonomous 
Reasoning: Irrational and Rational". 

They raised the bars in the thickest darkness, in the light of 
sinister piles, the Demons closed in their ferocious silence of novices: 
and we left the darting of those lights behind us. We were walking 
now, in the thickest darkness. 


(1963) 


NOTEN. 1 


The book must be written in layers, each new draft must be in the form of a note, dated, so 
that the book presents itself almost like a diary. For example, all the material written so far 
must be dated (about a year, a year and a half ago): it must not be eliminated from the new 
draft, which must therefore consist of a new additional layer or a long note. And so on for 
subsequent drafts. In the end the book must present itself as a chronological stratification, a 
living formal process: where a new idea does not cancel the previous one, but corrects it, or 
even leaves it unchanged, formally preserving it as a document of the passage of thought. 
And since the book will be a mixture of things done and things to be done - of finished 
pages and pages in outline, or only intentional ones - its temporal topography will be 
complete: it will have both the magmatic form and the progressive form of reality (which 


does not erases nothing, which makes the past coexist with the present etc.). 


1 November 1964 


NOTEN. 2 


Birth of Italian as a spoken national language, founded no longer on literary Italian nor on 
dialectical instrumental Italian, as the lingua franca of commercial exchanges and of the first 
industrialization - but on Italian, spoken in the North, as the lingua franca of the second 
industrialization ( see «New linguistic issues»). 

«La Divina Mimesis» or «Mammon» (or «Paradiso») presents itself mythically as the last 
work written in non-national Italian, the Italian that keeps all the diachronic stratifications 
of its history alive and aligned in a real contemporaneity . In Hell, therefore, this Italian is 
spoken, in all its historical combinations: osmosis with Latin (classical and medieval), 
dialect-Latin crossovers, koine-Latin, literary language-Latin, technolanguage-Latin: then, 
dialect-koine , literary language-koine, technolanguage-koine; then etc. etc. — all possible 
intersections, according to the needs of the free indirect discourses of the various socially 
different characters. 

Instead, all the perspectives in the future - that is, the project and construction (in 
progress) of the Two Paradises - the neo-capitalist one and the communist one - will be 
drawn up in the "supposed" new language: with its progressive sequences, its competing 


forms eliminated , its absolute prevalence of communicativeness over expressiveness, etc. 


November 17, 1964 


FOR AN «EDITOR'S NOTE» 


This is not a critical edition. I limit myself to publishing everything the author has left. My 
only critical effort, very modest, on the other hand, is to reconstruct the chronological 
sequence, as exact as possible, of these notes. At the bottom of some of them, the author 
marked the date: and in this case it was therefore easy to insert them into the sequence. But 
many notes, especially the shorter ones - some of only two or three lines, almost illegible - 
are undated; not only that, but they were found outside the typed body of the work, or in 
drawers different from the one where this body was kept, or between the pages of books 
that had been started and not finished. A notepad was even found in the bag inside the 
door of his car; and finally, a macabre but also - allow it - moving detail, a squared note 
(evidently torn from a notepad) filled with about ten very uncertain lines - was found in the 
jacket pocket of his corpse (he died , killed with a stick in Palermo last year). The scruple of 
the accuracy of the chronological sequence was the only scruple I could have. I therefore 
clung to it as a lifeline. I naturally understand that the reading of these fragments can be 
disturbed by a chronological succession which is that of writing and not that of meaning. 
But I preferred rigor - any rigor - to even honest and reasoned manipulation. 

As for the title, it is «INFERNAL FRAGMENTS»: but it is only so, precisely, following a 
deduction of a... necrological nature. If the author had lived, it would probably have 
changed due to the superimposition of some new title. In fact, the typed body of the work is 
made up of a packet of sheets of typewriter paper cut in half, and is wrapped in five whole 
folded sheets: on the face of the first of these sheets - which therefore acts as the cover - 
there are two marked titles, the first, typewritten, is «BARBARIAN MEMORIES», but the 
second, handwritten, in large characters, is, in fact, «INFERNAL FRAGMENTS». On the 
face of the penultimate sheet, typed, there is the title "PARADISE", in block letters, by hand, 
but, included in a circle in pen (ballpoint pen) that cancels them, the two titles "THE 
THEORY" and "THE DIVINE THEORY »,; on the third to last sheet there is, in typescript, 
the title «THE DIVINE REALITY», with a date, 1963, followed by a hyphen, as if to leave 


the date of the end of the writing suspended but quite close. On the fourth to last sheet we 
read the title «LA DIVINA MIMESIS» — with the date 1963 underneath, followed by the 
same dash — which is evidently the first title, and must have remained so for a long time, 


because it was already that of the fifth to last sheet, the most yellowed of all. 


(1966 0 ’67) 


3 more notes for canto VII 


1 


The other shade of the sin of Normality (or Continence), after that of 
Conformism, is that of Vulgarity. 

The meaning of this word - which is an almost initiatory term 
among the members of the small company that commits much more 
terrible sins - the sins of classicism lived in the great agrarian, 
pastoral and commercial periods of man - the sins of sex, violence, of 
refusal - of Incontinence, in short, ultimately so dear to God - should 
perhaps be clarified before entering the new Sector, precisely of the 
Vulgars, behind lowered bars, with discontented devils, with 
slanting eyes... 

Vulgarity is the moment of full flourishing of conformism... 


2 


The environment that appeared before our anguished eyes was not 
very different from the one we had left. In the Kingdom of Shadows 
it was naturally more difficult to grasp the differences between 
Rome and Milan. But the green of the countryside and the gray of 
the sky were those of the North. Behind the crowd, which was 
composed and decent, a little provincial, and, sprinkled with some 
laughter, raised its buzz, one could hear the great peasant pit of the 
poor Po. In a similar environment, in Rome - for example in a 
reception in the Quirinale, with the brazen afternoon light entering 
through the windows - there is always something a little dirty and 
naked for which the heart can ache. Not here. In fact, the first 
character of Vulgarity consists in its being invasive, in its desire to 


make vulgar even those who are not, those who are foreign to its 
world (Northern Italy and its industries): thus repressing that much 
understanding, freedom, or pity that this "stranger" - poor or 
cultured man - can have in judging. The Vulgars are moral. What is 
repellent about them is precisely everything that is lawful and 
permitted, including their solidly traditional moralism! 


3 


“Perhaps I myself am nothing more than a simple and conventional 
spokesperson,” he said. What is certain, however, is that my science 
was not entirely born within the confines of those who have no fear 
or human respect. Of those who go all the way. I was therefore also a 
privileged firstborn (wealth in spirit or in money is the same). 

In this Hell (as in life) there are no cynics. After all, I too have 
never been able to be. I was afraid of it. It seemed dishonorable to 
me. I defended myself from cynicism perhaps precisely because it 
was a holy antidote against "heartaches". Thus, I passed like a wind 
behind the last walls or meadows of the city - or like a barbarian 
who came down to destroy, and who ended up distracting himself 
by looking at, and kissing, someone who looked like him - before 
deciding to go back away." 


(1965) 


Yellowed iconography (for a «Photographic Poem») 


1. Grimace 


2. Lambrakis 


3. Reggio Emilia 1960 


4. Reggio Emilia 1960 
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5. Rome: anonymous crowd and six hundred 
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6. Old 


7. The author and Gadda 


8. Communist rally 


9. Kids, what they were like in the late 1950s 


10. Kids, what they were like in the late 1950s 


11. Kids, what they were like in the late 1950s 


12. Kids, what they were like in the late 1950s 


13. Kids, what they were like in the late 1950s 


14. Group of partisans 


15. Gramsci's tomb in Testaccio 


16. Gianfranco Contini 
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17. Baptism scene (from the Gospel) 


18. Title page of Poetry in the form of a rose 


19. Some of «Group 63» 


20. Early 1960s: fascists 


21. At the Nymphaeum of Valle Giulia 


22. Emilio Cecchi 


23. Sandro Penna 


24. The Church square in Casarsa 


25. African landscape 


Quirky little attachment 


The whole scandal of the book focuses on a single, "memorable" 
place: the relationship between Contini and Gramsci. The reader 
should keep in mind that the note on Gramsci, in this volume which 
is defined - indeed scandalously - as a history of nineteenth- 
twentieth century Italian literature - takes place according to the 
sequence: Giovanni Gentile, Roberto Longhi, Antonio Gramsci 
(sequence in which are crowded together, almost without forming a 
body, De Lollis and other university critics, Alfredo Gargiulo and 
G.A. Borgese). But that's the triad. Contini is very tender with 
Gentile (he glorifies, curiously, in a sort of resolute "outside the box" 
insert), the school reform; he looks with a detached eye at his 
asymmetrical, self-defeating adherence to fascism almost like a 
Sicilian "man of honour", and finally — according to that very 
rigorous assumption of "meekness", which, as we will see, is 
intended to characterize the book — remains perfectly impartial on its 
own account); it is useless to say then, as far as Longhi is concerned, 
the testimony of infinite love: but this love too, it must be added, is 
objectified, restrained, almost muffled. And then with the third, with 
Gramsci? Well, the matter does not change: here too, like Gentile's 
fascism, Marxism is kept at a safe distance according to those laws of 
"meekness" I mentioned; and here too the admiration respects the 
conveniences, I would say stylistic, of a downplaying professional 
"humour" (it is concluded, for example, that Gramsci's ideas initially 
had "a very notable heuristic significance" and still retain "the value 
of a very stimulating point of view"). However, it is clear what is 
astonishingly true, that is, that the only Italian critic whose problems 
were Gramsci's literary problems is Contini! «Scandal for the Jews, 


foolishness for the Gentiles», therefore. However, I do not want to 
"reverse" the scandal in a totally positive sense. Reasonableness 
wants me to know and make it known that Contini's treatment of 
«all» Gramscian problems takes place in a parallel but remote 
universe, although equally powerfully suggestive ("stimulating"), 
and that it takes great strength of mind to assume its possible 
integration. 


(1). This is an “excerptum” from a note in Italian Literature. Nineteenth-twentieth century 


by Gianfranco Contini. 


Interview with Pier Paolo Pasolini 


This excerpt is taken from the radio interview Incontro with Pier Paolo Pasolini, edited by 


Giorgio Fubiani, Radio Swiss Italiana, 1st programme, 5 February 1964. (Editor's note) 


[...] 
VOICE II The writer talks to us again about his future activity. 


PASOLINI TAPE The second title I see marked here is “La Divina 
Mimesis”. “La Divina Mimesis” is also a kind of remake. As you 
can see, my inspiration is all a little philological, like a pasticheur. 
“La Divina Mimesis” is a remake of Dante's Inferno. 


VOICE I Can you read us a passage? 


PASOLINI TAPE I don't know if you want. I can read you these 
verses from my poetry which tell and summarize everything that 
"The Divine Mimesis" will be. I start like this, casually. [...] - 
BECAUSE I would only regret not representing him // as he is — 
before he gets lost for me as a man —/ in the «DIVINA MIMESIS», 
a work, if ever there was one, / to be done, and, to my torment, so 
green, // so green, of the green of the past, of my youth, / in the 
yellowed world of my soul... / But no, no, it's April, I'm fresher // 
than a youngster who loves / for the first few times... I will quickly 
throw down, in an epistolary / tone, with glosses and parentheses, 
a rant // of «mentioned motifs», of «etc.», blazons, / quotations, 
and above all allusiveness / (infinite self-exhortations and 
disproportions / / of details in comparison to the whole), the / first 
parodic tercet made a magmatic page / of Canto I, in a hurry to 
reach before the first half, // where the archaic, emphatic Hell / 
(Romanesque, like the center of our city / from the suburb now 
forever doomed) // an insert of Hell of the neo-capitalist / age is 


inserted, for new types / of sins (excesses in Rationality // and 
Irrationality) to integrate the ancient ones. 


VOICE II Pasolini, continuing to read the verses that summarize 
the poem, offers us a polemical and very current vision of his hell. 


PASOLINI TAPE And there you will see, in a building of 
delightful concrete, / recognizing friends and enemies, // under 
the signs of the «OPERA INCREMENTO / PENE INFERNALD», 
A: THE TOO CONTINENTS: Conformists / (Bellonci lounge), 
Vulgars (a reception // at the Quirinale), Cinici (a conference of 
journalists / from the Corriere della Sera and similar): and then: / 
the Weak, the Ambiguous, the Fearful (individualists // these, at 
their home); B: THE INCONTINENTS, ZONE / BEFORE: excess 
of Rigor (bourgeois socialists, / small right-thinking people who 
believe they are little heroes, // only for the heroic choice of a good 
flag), excess / of Remorse (Soldati, Piovene); excess of Servility / 
(infinite masses without registry office, without name, without 
sex); // SECOND ZONE: Reasoning people (Landolfi) people who 
are / sitting alone in their toilet; Irrationals / (the entire 
international avant-garde that goes // from the Endoliterari [De 
Gaulle] to the Teutonic or Italian vestals / of Pound); / Rationals 
(Moravia,rare avis, and the wings // of the neo-Gothic Committed) 
etc... 


Leal 


1. The poem cited is taken from Project of future works (November-December 1963), in 


Poetry in the form of a rose, 1964. (Editor's note) 


Pasolini's posthumous hell 
by Enzo Siciliano 


This writing was published in «I1 Mondo» (25 December 1975). 


«La divina mimesis» is the first posthumous prose book we have by 
Pasolini, but he delivered it to the publisher and prepared for 
printing with the usual scruple. Pasolini, extraordinary craftsman 
that he was, dedicated not only time to the preparation of a volume 
(he was fast and controlled in execution) but also art. In particular, if 
it was a composite book where different materials came together as a 
whole, he knew how to divide it according to a rhythm and an 
expressive possession of the object so as to add a further form to the 
final form of the page. These were the volumes in which he printed 
the screenplays of his films, from «Accattone» onwards, adding to 
the screenplay, as a natural complement, verses, letters, diary pages 
that were somehow collateral. 

«La divina mimesis» includes an actual text: two «cantos» or 
chapters, notes and fragments for four other «cantos», two notes, 
and a «Note for the editor». Add to this a «Yellowed Iconography», 
the collection of twenty-five photographs that must compose a 
«poem» in images supplementing the one «written» «per verba». The 
whole thing opens with a very short preface ("I am publishing these 
pages today as a "document", but also to spite my enemies: in fact, 
by offering them one more reason to despise me, I offer them one 
more reason to go to Hell"). It concludes with a critical "excerptum" 
on Gianfranco Contini's anthology of "Italian Literature: Nineteenth- 
Twentieth Century" (Pasolini says of that "scandalous" book that his 
true scandal is discovered by considering how much "Gramsci's 
literary problems" were those of Contini, albeit «in a parallel but 
remote universe, although equally powerfully suggestive»...). 

It is, therefore, an inlaid book: a flash inlay, of which every single 
one contains, above all, polemical sparks, allusions, criticisms, 


literary polemics. 

«La divina mimesis» was born as a critical model of Dante's 
Inferno. The first two "songs" see the poet "in the middle of the 
journey" of his life colliding with another self, a realized self, which 
moves quickly, almost shamelessly happy for having achieved 
rationality. The other, and he is the one who says I, and "sees", and is 
led through the sad realms of the afterlife, has lost joy, is exhausted 
deep within himself: he discovers before his own eyes the atrocious 
beasts flushed out "from the closets common" of one's soul, one's 
unconscious, that is, dilapidated. 

The journey begins on a Sunday morning, in a cinema on the 
outskirts of Rome, while the new members of the local PCI section 
are being celebrated among happy red flags. However, in that 
celebration there is something distant or weak: it is the Sixties (the 
whole text was written between '63 and '66), and "the crisis of 
ideologies" has closely affected the entire left wing Italian. In that 
celebration there is a spirit of renunciation, or the manner of political 
festivity, even if everything seems unchanged compared to a recent 
past (the 1950s...): the joy of the kids, the smile of the old people, the 
red of the flags. 

So, here begins the journey to hell. And what hell? The hell of 
consumerism. Pasolini's most recent controversy has always been his 
(this must be said for those who have read it in installments over the 
last year on the pages of the «Corriere della Sera» but have never 
gone beyond them to verify its expressive, poetic continuity in those 
of books, of all Pasolini's books. In Italy, those who read barely read 
newspapers!). 

What, then, is the meaning of this journey? '63 was the year of 
controversy sparked by the neo-avant-garde, which declared itself 
against any political "commitment" of literature. Pasolini suffered 
from the intellectual solitude into which those polemics, bastardly 
anti-literary, would have sought to drive him: but he pointed out, 
beyond them, the sign of a moral and anthropological involution of 
the entire country (see the notes for the fourth canto: the hell of 
poets, of those condemned to say yes for a foolish and mystical 
"obedience"). «The divine mimesis» wanted to be, and is, the 


testimony of a regenerating resistance: not for an individual 
salvation, but to give, through writing and imagination, to the poet 
his destiny as an interpreter of reality, which is a destiny not at all 
privileged and absolutizing, but it is that of someone who gives 
voice and words from an entire community murmured and up to 
that point not realized in form (there is no page of Pasolini, from this 
point of view, that does not fit into the "civil tradition" of Italian 
poetry, from Foscolo to Leopardi onwards). 

It remains to be said of the expressive novelty of this posthumous 
fragment, of the use of "cultured" Italian that is made therein, against 
(polemically) the communicative use, in jargon, of the Italian of neo- 
capital (remember the "linguistic issues" raised by Pasolini precisely 
in those years?). Hence my opinion: «The divine mimesis» is an 
obligatory moment, the more lyrical and metaphorical it appears, to 
understand the explosive extreme reasons for Pasolini's polemics 
against Italian society as it is, politically and even literarily. 

A final warning to the reader. The reader will find in the «Editor's 
Note» (that is, by Pasolini himself), interspersed with fragments of 
«Canto VII», words that will strike him to the point of suffering. It is 
said that the author of the text is dead, that he left pages and notes 
for his work in drawers and even in the "inside bag of his car door". 
Some of these pages are incomprehensible, others perfectly legible 
and dated: the work of the publisher (I repeat: Pasolini himself), is 
facilitated by these datings: it will be enough to collect the different 
sheets following the dates and placing them in succession. «Finally, 
a macabre but also — allow it — moving detail, a squared note 
(evidently torn from a notepad) filled with about ten very uncertain 
lines, was found in the jacket pocket of his corpse (he died , killed 
with a stick in Palermo last year)". The date at the bottom of this 
"Note" is "1966 or '67". 

The reader should not draw horoscopes or inferences from these 
words, even though the temptation is strong and heartbreaking. He 
read them as if Pasolini were still among us. The poet beaten to 
death in Palermo is the image of a poet who succumbs to the literary 
controversies that took place in that city at the second conference of 
the neo-avant-garde (1965): in the «Yellowed Iconography» there is 


the testimony of a photograph. It is a purely literary ironic game: we 
remember how harsh and tormented Pasolini's irony was. It's not 
about anything else, certainly not about anything else. 
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1. In this section the distinction between works published during his lifetime and 


posthumous works is indicated by a break. (Editor's note) 


Biographical note 


Pier Paolo Pasolini was born in Bologna on 5 March 1922 to Carlo Alberto, an infantry 
officer from an illustrious family from Ravenna, and Susanna Colussi, an elementary school 
teacher from Casarsa della Delizia in Friuli. 

Throughout his childhood and adolescence he must continually adapt to new 
environments due to his father's moves to various cities in the North: Bologna, Parma, 
Bologna again, Belluno, Conegliano, Sacile, Idria, Sacile again, Cremona, Reggio Emilia and 
finally Bologna. 

His brother Guido was born in Belluno in 1925. 

Pasolini writes his first verses in Sacile, he is seven years old. He attends high school in 
Reggio Emilia and high school in Bologna. In 1938 he had a poet, Antonio Rinaldi, as an 
Italian teacher at the Liceo Galvani, who read Rimbaud in class. 

He enrolled in the Faculty of Letters in Bologna and followed Roberto Longhi's courses 
(with this "master" of his he would have liked to graduate). 

In the summer of 1941 Susanna and her children went as usual to spend their holidays in 
Casarsa, but without Carlo Alberto who, with the rank of major, left for East Africa, where 
the fascist army fought against the English army. He is taken prisoner and remains interned 
in a camp in Kenya until the end of the war. 

Together with a group of friends (Francesco Leonetti, Roberto Roversi and Luciano 
Serra), Pier Paolo set out to found a magazine, the title of which should have been "Eredi". 
However, the project did not come to fruition. From November 1942 to May 1943 he 
collaborated with «II Setaccio» (a magazine of the Bolognese Gil in which Mario Ricci, Fabio 
Mauri, Giovanna Bemporad, Luciano Serra, Sergio Telmon also published) with writings, 
drawings and watercolours. 

In July 1942 Poesie a Casarsa was published, a small volume of verses in Friulian, 
published at the expense of the twenty-year-old Pasolini at Mario Landi's Antiquarian 
Bookshop in Bologna. Pier Paolo dedicated it to his father, and in April of the following 
year he had the surprising literary joy of being reviewed more than favorably by the critic 


Gianfranco Contini in «II Corriere del Ticino». 


While still attending university, at the end of 1942, the young poet was forced to evacuate 
with his family to his mother's town, Casarsa. 

He continues to compose poems in Friulian but at the same time he also writes many in 
Italian. 

For a few days in early September 1943 Pasolini went into arms in Livorno. On 
September 8 he escapes and crosses half of Italy to take refuge in Friuli. On this occasion he 
loses some short chapters on Carra, De Pisis and Morandi, preparatory material for a thesis 
in Art History. 

His brother Guido, in June 1944, joined the partisans of the Osoppo-Friuli brigade in the 
Carnia mountains. Communists linked to Tito's departments murdered him together with 
his companions, presumably on 10 February 1945. The family learned of his death much 
later. 

Casarsa is becoming increasingly dangerous because it is an important railway hub that 
is frequently targeted by bombings. Pier Paolo and Susanna decide to move to a small 
village far from the railway, Versuta, and in September mother and son organize a small 
free private school, where Susanna teaches primary school children while Pier Paolo holds 
lessons for students who cannot reach the schools in Pordenone or the gymnasium in 
Udine. 

Pasolini and some young Friulian friends of his (Riccardo Castellani, Cesare Bortotto, 
Ovidio Colussi, Rico De Rocco and his cousin Nico Naldini) founded the Academiuta di 
lenga furlana on 18 February 1945. 

Carlo Alberto Pasolini returns from captivity in Africa, deeply damaged physically and 
morally. 

In November 1945 Pasolini graduated with full marks in Literature in Bologna, with a 
thesis on Giovanni Pascoli: Anthology of Pascoli's poetry (Introduction and comments). The 


speaker is Professor Carlo Calcaterra. 


Pasolini's membership in the PCI dates back to 1947. From 1947 to 1949 he taught in a 
middle school in Valvasone, a small town twelve kilometers from Casarsa. While he 
collaborated on the international notebooks of «Poesia», directed by Enrico Falqui, and 
wrote for several local and national newspapers, he continued his poetic exercise (1947, 
Angelo Prize for Vea poetry) and painted murals in the language and dialect of openly or 
metaphorically political content for and with the comrades of the communist section of San 
Giovanni di Casarsa, of which he is secretary (spring-summer 1949). 

Sansoni collected the Friulian poems written in Casarsa in a 1954 edition; the Italian 
nugae instead will constitute The Nightingale of the Catholic Church, published in 1958 by 


Longanesi. 

Already in 1947 the poet Giorgio Caproni became interested in Pasolini's poetry volumes 
and dedicated numerous articles to him. 

In February 1949 Pier Paolo participated in the Peace Congress in Paris. 

A complaint for corruption of minors and obscene acts in a public place triggers an 
uproar in Casarsa. The poet is suspended from teaching and the PCI expels him "for moral 
and political unworthiness". The air in Friuli had now become unbreathable and at the 


beginning of January 1950 Pasolini left for Rome with his mother. 


The first years in the capital are very difficult. Initially he lives in Piazza Costaguti, in the 
Portico d'Ottavia, then he goes to live in the village, near the Rebibbia prison, in Ponte 
Mammolo. Carlo Alberto joined his wife and son in 1951 on the occasion of this transfer. 

For two years he was "desperately unemployed". He collaborates with the magazine 
«Botteghe oscure» (becoming a friend of Giorgio Bassani who directs it) and with many 
Roman newspapers with elzeviri, critical writings and short stories. Between 1950 and 1951 
he reviewed the books of poets who would later become great friends of him, Penna, 
Bertolucci and Caproni. Through the intercession of the dialect poet Vittorio Clemente, in 
1951 he managed to obtain a teaching position in a private middle school in Ciampino, near 
Rome. 

While his name appears more and more often in the country's main newspapers and 
literary magazines, thanks to Bassani Pasolini begins to write for the cinema. Angioletti 
called him to be part of the literary section of the radio newspaper (with Carlo Emilio 
Gadda, Leone Piccioni, Giulio Cattaneo). 

A few months after arriving in Rome he began to accumulate materials to write that 
"thing" which would later become Ragazzi di vita. In 1951 he met Sergio Citti with whom 
he would establish, in addition to a close friendship, a professional relationship: writing 
about him he defined him as his "talking consultant". 

At the end of 1952 the ponderous work on the dialect poetry of the twentieth century was 
published, obtaining unanimous acclaim (with reviews by E. Montale, E. Falqui, G. Vicari, 
F. Fortini, G. Bellonci). 

From January to September 1953 he wrote small essays on Saba, Betocchi, Leonetti, 
Ungaretti for the weekly «Il Oggi», directed by Giancarlo Vigorelli. 

Pasolini left teaching and settled in Monteverde Vecchio in 1954. In that same year, after 
having passed through the desks of publishers such as Bompiani and Vallecchi, the 
collection of Friulian poems The Best Youth was published by Sansoni in the collection of 


«Paragone». 


In 1955 Livio Garzanti published Ragazzi di vita. The novel triggers a heated debate. In 
the summer the book received the important Colombi Guidotti prize (chaired by Giuseppe 
De Robertis). The author and publisher are sued for obscenity. At the trial, which took place 
in 1956, Carlo Bo and Pietro Bianchi testified in favor of the writer; Giuseppe Ungaretti 
sends the judge a warm letter declaring that the novel is one of the best that appeared in 
Italy in those years. The acquittal was reached "because the act does not constitute a crime". 

Also in 1955, the anthology of popular poetry Canzoniere italiano was published. In May 
Francesco Leonetti, Roberto Roversi, Angelo Romano, Franco Fortini and Pier Paolo 
Pasolini published the first issue of «Officina», a bimonthly publication of poetry, in 
Bologna. The magazine will last until 1959. 

Other collaborations began in those years: with the magazine «Nuovi Argomenti» (from 
1955) and with the political-literary weekly «Il Punto» (from 1956 to 1958, especially with 


reviews). 


Le ceneri di Gramsci, published in 1957, obtained the Viareggio prize ex aequo with the 
volume Poesie di Sandro Penna. It was said that it was the most beautiful book of verses of 
that decade, and Italo Calvino believed that the lyric that gives the work its title opened a 
new era of Italian poetry. 

«Almost all the poems in Gramsci's Ashes have Rome as their setting and landscape. But 
this reason is less central. Maybe I could have written them in other cities too, with purely 
external changes.» 

With Sergio Citti in 1957 the writer developed the dialogues in Roman dialect for the film 
Le notti di Cabiria by Federico Fellini. Film jobs are becoming more and more frequent. 

In December 1958, Carlo Alberto Pasolini, who had been his son's punctual and attentive, 
if shady, secretary for years, passed away. 

In 1959 Pasolini published A Violent Life. On the initiative of Giacomo Debenedetti he 
was awarded the Crotone prize; in that same year the writer moved with his mother to 
another house in Monteverde, in the same building where Attilio Bertolucci lives. 

This is how Pasolini summarizes his second novel: «The story of Tommasino Puzzilli is 
an introversion due to the fact that he is a boy who is not handsome, not strong and not 
healthy: a weak man, in short, who must necessarily be strong, in a world where this is 
mandatory. He therefore continually tries to assert himself: and we know where we end up 
along this path: to the pseudo-force of delinquency, of cynicism... For better or worse, in the 
end, this drive "to assert oneself", "to exist", this ramshackle vital energy, lights up with 


some confused moral light." 


The interventions in the newspapers continue; for a short period in 1959-60 Pasolini 
reviewed films for the magazine «Il Reporter»; he sent contributions to Vigorelli's 
«L'Europa literary» and kept a correspondence column with the readers of «Vie Nuovi» 
(until 1965). 

Between December 1960 and January 1961 Pasolini took a trip to India with Elsa Morante 
and Alberto Moravia. He will publish his "travel impressions" first in the newspaper "Il 
Giorno" and then in the volume L' odore dell'India (1962). 

Pasolini made his cinema debut as a director between 1960 and 1961: Accattone was 
presented in Venice in September 1961. 

«To be honest, I've been thinking about making a film for a long time. An idea with very 
distant roots. As a boy in Bologna I loved cinema at least as much as Pietro Bianchi. And I 
must say, years later, that the films of Charlot, Dreyer, Eisenstein have essentially had more 
influence on my taste and my style than the contemporary literary apprenticeship [...] in 
this last period, there have been immediate reasons: a kind of angry whim towards 
directors and producers (La notte brava, Death of a friend), the desire to see facts, people, 
scenes realized, just as I, writing, see them. This spite of mine then turned into a sort of real 
inspiration, which in recent months has given me no peace." 

Already in Accattone with non-professional actors (the protagonist Franco Citti, Sergio's 
brother, and his friends, all found in the suburb) the director joins his intellectual friends 
(Elsa Morante, Adele Cambria). 


In 1961 the book of poems The religion of my time won the Chianciano prize. 

In May 1962, the publisher Garzanti published The Dream of a Thing, a novel that tells 
the story of Friuli and its people, begun fourteen years earlier in Casarsa. 

Since 1961 Pasolini has made almost one film a year: Mamma Roma, 1962; Ricotta, 
episode of RoGoPaG, 1963; Anger, part one, 1963; Love rallies, 1964; Site inspections in 
Palestine, 1964; The Gospel according to Matthew, 1964; Birds and little birds, 1966; The 
earth seen from the moon, episode of The Witches, 1966; Oedipus Rex, 1967; What are the 
clouds?, episode of Capriccio all'italiana, 1968; Notes for a film about India, 1968; Theorem, 
1968; The paper flower sequence, episode of Love and Rage, 1969; Pigsty, 1969; Medea, 
1969; Notes for an African Orestiad, 1970; The Walls of Sana'a, 1970; the “trilogy of life” or 
“eros”: The Decameron, 1971; The Canterbury Tales, 1972; The Flower of the Arabian 
Nights, 1974; and finally Salo or the 120 days of Sodom, 1975. 

Despite the obvious intensity of work that films require, the writer continues his literary 
activity. In 1963, one of the many criminal proceedings against him was instituted, perhaps 


the most sensational: he was accused of insulting the state religion due to some scenes in 


the episode La ricotta; in the first instance he was declared guilty, later he was acquitted by 
amnesty. 

In the same year Pasolini moved to the EUR district of Rome. 

Pasolini's poetic production born between 1961 and 1964 is collected in the volume 
Poesia in forma di rosa. 

«The book has the internal, although not external, form of a diary, and tells, point by 
point, the progress of my thoughts and mood in recent years. If I had done a work of 
memory, I would have tried to synthesize and level the experiences that have shaped my 
life. But by keeping a diary, I represented myself from time to time completely immersed in 
the thought or mood I was in while writing. It is the diaristic form of the book that ensures 
that the contradictions are made extreme, never reconciled, never smoothed out, except at 
the end of the book. At the end of the book, the reader feels that it closed a kind of 
destructive anger, a discouragement that becomes a passion to demolish certain fixed ideas 
and fixed points of the fifties, indeed even a real recantation. But this abjuration must be 
read as one reads a poem." 

After a visit to the Pro Civitate Cristiana in Assisi, and a casual rereading of the Gospel, 
the writer tries to "edit" a film starting from the text of Saint Matthew. Christ will be a 
young Spanish student, the rest of the cast is very singular: again, alongside the actors taken 
from the street, friends and writers (Enzo Siciliano, Mario Socrate, Gabriele Baldini, Natalia 
Ginzburg, Giorgio Agamben...) and, in the role of Madonna under the cross, mother 
Susanna, already over seventy years old. 

The film took part in the Venice Film Festival in September 1964. It was dedicated «to the 
dear, happy, familiar memory of John XXIII» and received the prize from the International 
Catholic Film Office (OCIC). 

Ninetto Davoli appears for the first time in the film, in a very small role, who, after his 
mother, will be the most important affection in the poet's life. The boy, of Calabrian origin, 
will become the protagonist, together with Toto, of Birds and Birds (a journey through "the 
crisis of ideologies": «[...] it is a fairy tale, like those told by Aesop, Phaedrus and La 
Fontaine: therefore his characters are allegorical and symbolic. There are a father and a son 
who represent humanity, simple humanity, there is a crow who represents, instead of the 
moralist of ancient fairy tales, the ideologist of modern times, that is, the one who knows 
and interprets reality; and then there are some birds and little birds that respectively 
represent the bad and the good, the rich and the poor, in a word the class struggle’). 

In 1964 a major controversy over the language, started by Pasolini, lasted for months, 


with interventions by Moravia, Eco, Barbato, Citati etc. 


In 1965, on the occasion of the Pesaro Festival, there was a discussion about the language 
of cinema. Italian and foreign semiologists and scholars (including Roland Barthes) 
participate in the debates, and Pasolini gives an extensive report on the "cinema of poetry”. 
In the volume Empirismo eretiche, published in 1972, many of the studies on language and 
cinema dating back to this period are collected. 

In the autumn of 1965 Livio Garzanti accepted the proposal from Moravia, Pasolini and 
Carocci to publish a renewed «Nuovi Argomenti», and the magazine gained popularity 
thanks to various cultural initiatives launched by the new directors. 

Also in 1965, Ali dall'occhi azzurri was published, a volume that collected screenplays 
such as Accattone, Mamma Roma, La ricotta..., stories from a Roman setting and drafts of 


novels. 


A haemorrhage from an ulcer in March 1966 forced Pasolini to bed; during his 
convalescence he wrote six tragedies in verse (on which he would work later, with 
modifications and updates; only Calderén would come out in volume with his imprimatur) 
and the first draft of Teorema. 

In October 1966 the New York Film Festival hosted the films Accattone and Uccellacci e 
birdsi and Pasolini made his first trip to America. He is working on the project of the film 
on Saint Paul and, influenced by the environment and the American people, he is thinking 
of transferring the action from Rome to New York, placing it in current events but without 


changing history. However, the film will not be made. 


After the clashes on the avenues of Valle Giulia between university students and the 
police (March 1968), Pasolini wrote a pamphlet in verse, intended for «Nuovi Argomenti», 
in which he sympathized with the police, identified as the true proletarians. It is published 
mutilated in «L'Espresso» and on the content of this poem - the full title of which is I] PCI ai 
youth! (Notes in verse for a prose poem followed by an «Apologia») — a controversy that is 
perhaps not yet resolved is unleashed. 

The reflections of this controversy will be found in the column "Il Caos" - which Pasolini 
kept in the weekly magazine "Tempo" from 6 August of that year until January 1970 - where 
he responded to readers, sent travel diaries, published subjects, reviewed books, addresses 
a letter to the President of the Republic. 

In 1967 Pasolini filmed Oedipus Rex: «[...] in the period in which I decided to make 
Oedipus I was thinking about another film, Teorema. The theme of incest, also present in 


Teorema (but only alluded to and implied), brought me back to Sophocles' tragedy. It can 


be said that the two screenplays were born together, but for technical reasons I dedicated 
myself first to the creation of Oedipus." 

The release of Teorema is another occasion for scandal. The film was presented in Venice 
in September 1968 and seized for obscenity, but received the Ocic award and Laura Betti 
won the Volpi Cup as best female performer. 

In the January-March issue of «Nuovi Argomenti» a writing entitled Manifesto for a new 
theater appears (Pasolini defines the new theater as «theatre of words») and in November, 
in Turin, the writer attempts the experience of theater director, bringing scene one of his 
tragedies, Orgy; the interpreters are Laura Betti, Luigi Mezzanotte and Nelide Giammarco. 

In '69 Pasolini made a "difficult" film, Porcile, which sees two stories alternating. On the 
one hand, in Germany, the story of a boy, the son of an industrialist, who, due to an atypical 
sexual anomaly, reaches orgasm only by having intercourse with pigs; on the other, a case 
of cannibalism which is punished with the law of retaliation. «[...] Just as in the first 
episode we see how society devours the disobedient son, so it also devours the son who is 
neither disobedient nor obedient.» 

Already in 1968, Pasolini's project for a film on the mythical figure of Medea was 
presented to Maria Callas. Filming took place in the spring of 1969. «[...] I immediately 
thought of Medea knowing that her character would be her. Sometimes I write the 
screenplay without knowing who the actor will be. In this case I knew it would be her and 
therefore I always calibrated my script according to Callas. So it counted a lot in the creation 
of the character... That is, this barbarity that has sunk inside her, which comes out in her 
eyes, in her features, but does not manifest itself directly, on the contrary, the surface is 
almost smooth, in short, the past ten years in Corinth, they would be a bit like Callas’ life. 
She comes out of a peasant, Greek, agrarian world, and then she was educated for a 
bourgeois civilization. So in a certain sense I tried to concentrate in her character what she 
is, in the complex totality of her." 

A medieval tower (located in the Viterbo area) discovered at the time of filming for The 
Gospel - the scene of Jesus' baptism was filmed on the river that flows in the canal below - 
was Pasolini's dream, and in November 1970 he managed to purchase it. He often took 
refuge there, in complete solitude, and in addition to writing most of his unfinished novel 
Petrolio in that magical and dark place, he took up his "mixed materials" again and 


portrayed Maria Callas, Andrea Zanzotto, Ninetto Davoli. 


At the beginning of 1971 he created the documentary 12 December together with 


militants of «Lotta continua». 


Trasumanar e organizer is the last book of poems published by Pasolini (April 1971). The 
last one in the language, because in 1975 a volume was published which collected two 
cycles of Friulian poems, La Migliore Giovanito, already published, and the unpublished 
Seconda forma de "La Migliore Giovanita", written in 1974. 

In «Il Giorno» of 3 June 1971 the writer published the “description” of Trasumanar and 
organiser, speaking of himself in the third person. He says among other things: «The 
nostalgia for a way of being that belongs to the past (and which sometimes gives Pasolini 
almost a timid and awkward reactionary fury) and which will never be restored again, 
through a definitive victory of evil, is transformed in a kind of cosmic pity for those young 
brothers destined to live existentially, from now on, with new values that seem intolerable 
to Pasolini. And it seems that he hopes that from the tragedy caused by the failure of the 
Student Movement a new figure of "son" will be born, who miraculously regains the ancient 
characteristics of humility, obedience, non-aggressive rebellion, the eagerness to know, 
grace linked to youth perhaps also as a sin of resignation or sensuality or carefreeness, of 
revolutionary but not triumphalistic strength, etc. etc.". 

In November 1973 another self-review was published: Pasolini defends his Calder6n, 
considering it one of his most confident formal successes. «The flow of Gramsci's Ashes and 
of the volumes of verses of the 1950s has resumed here, I believe, to flow fully, after a long 
period of aridity (to which my will was not opposed).» 

In January 1973 the collaboration with the «Corriere della Sera» began, “scandalous” 
because it enters into all the burning issues, tackling the Church and power. 

The first true right-wing revolution; Prediction of victory in the referendum; Study on 
the anthropological revolution in Italy; The novel of massacres; Coitus, abortion, the false 
tolerance of power, the conformism of progressives; The genocide are some of the titles of 
the "pieces" present in Scritti corsari, a volume that collects the interventions published both 


in the Milanese newspaper and in other periodicals in the same years. 


In 1975 Pasolini delivered a text to the publisher Einaudi, defined by the author as a 
"document", entitled La Divina Mimesis which was published posthumously. 

In the days immediately preceding his death Pasolini took a trip to Sweden, and then 
went to Paris to edit the French edition of Salo. In an interview released in Sweden there is a 
passage where he takes stock of his film production, proposing his interpretation: «In my 
career as a director I have had at least three phases: a first phase includes what Gramsci 
would have called films of a national-popular nature, therefore quite simple, quite 
accessible to the public, and fundamentally epic, from Accattone to the Gospel according to 


Matthew; then in Italy there were the first warnings of what would be the welfare society 


and therefore the second industrial revolution; at this point what is called mass culture 
became known in Italy [...] it was at this point that I became partly scared and angry and no 
longer wanted to continue making simple, popular films, because otherwise they would 
have been in a certain sense manipulated, commodified and exploited by mass civilization. 
And at that point I made more difficult films, that is, I started with Birds and Birds, Oedipus 
Rex, Teorema, Porcile, Medea, in short, a group of more aristocratic and difficult films, in 
short, such that they were difficult to exploit, etc. Then I made this group that I call the 
"trilogy of life", that is, films about human physicality and sex. These are quite easy films, 
and I made them to contrast the consumerist present with a very recent past where the 
human body and human relationships were still real, although archaic, although 
prehistoric, although crude, but nevertheless they were real, and they opposed this reality 
to the unreality of consumerist civilization. But even these films have been outdated in a 
certain sense, made old by the tolerance of consumer civilization. There I was fighting for 
sexual freedom which was a battle from a few years ago, a battle of the progressives from 
ten, twenty years ago. In reality, consumerism has gone much further, that is, it has itself 
granted the tolerance for which we were fighting, perhaps exploiting our ideas and in a 
certain sense, therefore, canceling us out. This is why I say: at this point I abjure from the 


trilogy of life which was a new phase, let's say, of a popular, simple nature.» 


On the night between 1 and 2 November 1975 Pier Paolo Pasolini was murdered in a 


dusty and abandoned clearing at the Idroscalo di Ostia, near Rome. 


(edited by Graziella Chiarcossi) 
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